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NIGHT EMERGENCY

CHAPTER 1

Rexford Hamilton sat on the porch swing and pushed
himself back and forth slowly with his long legs. He
listened to the squeak of the chain that held the swing.
He had been listening to that chain for as long as he
could remember.

He drank more beer from the cold can in his hand.
The street was quiet tonight. It was fall, and it was the
first Monday since school started. Everybody was inside,
watching TV or doing homework.

Rex was glad that stu¥ was all over for him. No
more school for old Rex. He had better things to do.
Behind his head the window of his mother’s living
room showed a warm light through the drawn-down




window shade. He could hear the TV going. He knew
his younger brothers and sisters were doing homework.
Only Chuck was excused. He was getting ready to go
to work.

Work! Rexford smiled. He tilted the beer can again
and drank half of the beer at once. What could that
kid do? Nobody had told Rex what kind of a job Chuck
had found. And Rex was too proud to ask any questions.

Just then, the door opened and Chuck came out. He
was dressed in a white uniform, shirt and pants, all new
and starched.

Rex sat up. “Well, look at that. You’re going to work
in a laundry! Now ain’t that nice.”

Chuck stopped and looked at his older brother. Rex
had been Chuck’s worst enemy all the way. Chuck was
used to nasty cracks and endless teasing.

“Not a laundry. The new hospital. I'm going to be
an orderly.”

“Oh, an orderly.” Rex smiled. “Well, now, that’s
much better than sorting somebody’s dirty laundry, ain’t
it? Youll get to empty bedpans and clean up messes if
you’re an orderly. That's a much better job. And youw’ll
get rich, too. Someday you might even get promoted to
head orderly, if you’re a good boy.” Rex lifted his beer
can in a toast to Chuck. “Congratulations! I'm proud
of you, little brother.”

Chuck watched him empty the can and then throw
it out into the street. “I have to go. See you later.”
“QOh, by all means. Don’t let me keep you.”

Rex watched Chuck walk briskly down the street. He
was such a square. Always had been.

Rex got up and stretched. He was so tall he could
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touch the ceiling of the porch with his fingers.

He straightened his tight-fitting pants and pulled down
his newest ten-dollar shirt. It was time to go downtown.

He met his friends in the pool hall as usual. They
played a couple of games, and then they went to the
Hangout for a few beers.

A guy called Dugan came up to the table and dragged
a chair over so he could sit down with Rex and his friend,
Mugsy.

“Hey, Rex, the Top is in town,” Dugan said.

“Who’s the Top?” said Mugsy.

Dugan glared at Mugsy. “Who’s this creep, Rex? I'm
not talkin’ with any squares around.”

Rex smiled. “This is Mugsy, Dugan. He’s a new man,
but he’s not a creep. I just haven’t told him about Mr.
Top, that’s all. He’s okay. Go ahead. Talk.”

Dugan looked at Mugsy’s tough, scarred face for a
minute and then went on. “Mr. Top is in town. He’s
lookin’ for some stuff. Things have been kinda tight, and
the junkies are ready to pay anything. If you’ve got any
ideas, now is the time to sell ’em.”

Rex looked at Mugsy. He could see that Mugsy
wouldn’t need an explanation. Mugsy caught on fast.

“T haven’t had any good leads for a while,” Rex said.

“The new laws are making it harder and harder to get
stuff. Some of the junkies have even tried to raid hos-
pital drug rooms,” Mugsy said.

Rex sat up straight. He had a great idea!

“Hey, I think I have a lead. My brother just got a job
as an orderly in the new hospital.”

“Is he cool? I thought you said he was a square.”
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They agreed to meet in the morning to walk home to-
gether. It was funny going to work at eleven o’clock at
night.

Rex belonged to the team under Dr. Cramer. The
nurse was Miss Hunt, and the intern would be whoever
was on duty. Rex found that wearing the white uniform
helped him fit into the team. He looked like one of them.

Miss Hunt started him putting some bandages and
supplies into the proper place. He had just 2bout finished
when he heard a siren screaming. It was funny to know it
wasn’t the cops. For once, Rex didn’t have to worry
about that.

When the ambulance pulled up to the door, Rex saw
the emergency team go into action. The two men from
the ambulance wheeled the stretcher into the first emer-
gency room. They lifted the old man onto the table. He
was big and heavy for an old man.

“He fell through the railing of his porch,” one of the
ambulance men said. “He fell about eight feet. Can’t
move from the waist down.”

“Does he have a family?”

“Not as far as we could find out. He doesn’t speak
English.”

“Okay,” said Dr. Cramer. “Leave your papers with
the Admission Office.”

Ctsure.”

Rex finished what he was doing and stood quietly near
the door of the X-ray room. He knew they were too busy
to give him more work, so he just watched. This was
better than TV. Rex had a feeling of excitement, but he
didn’t know why.

Rex watched as the doctor tried to talk to the ol¢' mai.




It was hard.

“We'll have to use dye. Got to find out where his back
is broken, if it'’s broken. Get the X-ray technician and
the intern,” Dr. Cramer said.

“Yes, Doctor.” Miss Hunt went to call them.

The intern came right away. They took him into the
X-ray room.

“Let’s turn him over on his stomach.”

Rex could see that they would need help. He stepped
forward just a little. He wasn’t sure that they would let
him touch a patient.

“Rex, come over on this side.” Miss Hunt spoke with-
out looking at Rex.

He took his place beside her. She showed him how to
help turn the old man as quickly as possible without
hurting him any more than they could help.

“He doesn’t seem to feel much pain,” the intern said.

Rex looked at the old man’s face. It was gray looking.
But his eyes were open.

No one paid any more attention to Rex, so he went
back near the X-ray room door. When the girl who
would take the X-rays came, the doctor told her what to
do. The nurse brought some stuff in a big tube with a
long needle in it. Rex felt weak in the knees. He didn’t
like needles very much.

The X-ray technician smiled at him, so he moved over
closer to her.

“What are they going to do?”

“They’re going to put that dye into his spinal column
and then tip his body, head down. The dye will run down
until it comes to the place where the pressure must be.




Then we’ll know where the trouble it.”
“Will it hurt?”
“The needle will be just a sharp prick, that’s all.”
“Lights out,” said Dr. Cramer.

The X-ray technician turned out the lights. Rex
blinked. When he could see again, he saw the doctor and
the nurse and the intern standing around the old man.

A motor started. The table began to move and the old
man’s head began to go down. Heavy straps kept him
from sliding off the smooth top of the table.

Suddenly, the doctor shouted, “Lights!”
The lights went on.
“Quick,” the doctor said, “he’s stopped breathing!”

The table came up flat again. The nurse ran out of the
door. The intern and the doctor turned the man on his
back. The intern began to breathe into his mouth.

It all happened so fast Rex didn’t realize for a mo-
ment that he was seeing men fight against death right in
front of his eyes. The old man’s face was dark and
grayish. Even Rex could see that he was dead.

The doctor plunged a needle into the man’s chest.
Then he began to massage the heart by pressing on the
chest. The door swung open and two nurses came in with
a long blue oxygen tank. In a moment the doctor had
slipped the mask over the old man’s nose and mouth and
started the oxygen flowing.

Nobody said a word. Everyone was watching the old
man’s face. The intern was trying to feel a pulse. Rex
found himself wanting the old man to live. Somehow, it
was his fight, tor. He felt his own heart pounding.

Then, the old man’s eyelids began to move. He opened




his eyes. The natural color came back to his face. Rex
saw the doctor’s shoulders relax. Rex tumed and saw
that the X-ray technician was smiling at him.

“This your first night on duty?”

“Yes, it is.”

“Well, I'm glad we’re having an easy night. Sometimes
it gets exciting around here.”

Rex smiled, but he wasn’t sure whether she was kid-
ding or not. He just hoped the rest of the night wouldn’t
be any worse. He felt tired already.




CHAPTER 3

a veteran. He knew how 1o hellp diean wip am accidiontt case
without being sick at fhe sasint of icod. Hiz kmcw how to
understood the meaning of a kot of medical wonds. §e
was hike having a seciet lansyoane
Inha,kcxmmhdjlnamwdhkﬁh
mdmhpﬁmWahw&thy
accepted his kmowledge becarse e oonilld ik e “secset
langnage™ wih&emmmﬂt‘mlhyw
moming with his first week’s pay im his pocket, Rex £t
Iike a king.
lln»hymjgig'mhmad_y.msky
was clear bine. Everything was quict bocaase it was sp
carly, and it was Saturday,
Rn‘nm’t_gi!gmﬂe@lkﬂmgldlkm
mh;gm%mmmmh
the kitchen. She poured Rex 2 cop and haod 2modhey widhh
him.

ﬂh’sg:ﬂ,hh’smh'nq”mmywuk,
imddcmyfmmmmmbm
farther that way”

Rex mkouhismmﬂ&.lainmm
coffee. “That’s for you.”

10




Endianibe sl R

Rex saw the look of shock and surprise on his mother’s
face. Then, for some crazy reason her eyes filled with
tears. My gosh, he thought, she’s not going to cry over
a measly twenty bucks, is she? Why lots of times I could
have given her a hundred.

“Gosh, Mom, what are you crying for?”

“You never gave me money before, Rex. And this is
money you earned. You really worked hard for it.” She
wiped her eyes.

“Aw, Mom. Cut it out. You women bawl about the
craziest things.” Rex got up and left the kitchen. “I'm
going out.”

Rex took a shower and dressed in his favorite pants
and shirt. He was going downtown. He had a little shop-
ping to do.

Rex had some breakfast in a coffee shop to kill time
until the stores opened. Then he went into a men’s
clothing store.

He walked around and looked at everything. Then he
bought a rich green sport jacket. He decided to wear it.
When he walked out of the store, he knew he looked very
sharp. Somehow, that jacket gave him a special pleasure,
but he didn’t know why.

Rex went to the pool hall and played a few games.
Then he decided to see a movie. After the movie, he
went over to the Hangout to get a beer and a sandwich.

Mugsy was there. He called Rex over.

“Hi, Mugsy. How you doin’?”

“Im doin’ okay, Rex. How you doin’?”

“Okay. Has anything been going on down here?”
“Not much. That guy Dugan was here looking for you.”
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Rex ordered a sandwich and a beer. Then he looked
at Mugsy. “When was Dugan here?”

Mugsy lit a cigarette. “He came a couple of nights ago.
He said he’d be back.”

The waiter brought Rex a beef sandwich and a glass
mug full of foamy beer. Rex looked around at the people.
Even though it was early, a lot of people were in the
Hangout. Rex knew that many of them worked at hard,
boring jobs all week, just to get paid so they could come
to the Hangout and spend it all getting drunk.

Rex looked at them and found that they didn’t make
him feel excited as they usually did. He took a long drink
of beer. He was probably tired, that was it. He'd feel
better after he ate the sandwich and had another beer.

But an hour later, Rex still wasn’t having any fun.
Mugsy didn’t have much to say, and Rex felt restless.

“T think I'll go over to Wilma’s Place. If Dugan comes
while you're here, tell him where I am, okay?”

Mugsy nodded at Rex. Mugsy was beginning to look
sleepy, Rex thought. He wouldn’t last much longer.

Rex left the Hangout and started down the street. He
met Dugan about a block from the Hangout.

Dugan didn’t smile much. Rex wasn’t surprised that
he didn’t smile now.

“Hello, Rex. I've been looking for you.”
“Yeah, Dugan. Mugsy told me.”

“Where are you going?” Dugan lit a big cigar.
“I’'m going over to Wilma’s Place.”

“I'll walk along with you,” Dugan said.

They walked along the busy street full of early Satur-
day night crowds. Rex smelled the dark, bitter smoke

12
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from Dugan’s cigar. Rex liked the smell, but he did not
like the taste of cigars.

Dugan took the cigar out of his mouth and blew the
gray smoke into the air. “Mr. Top is getting a liitle edgy
about the stuff you promised to get.”

Rex unbuttoned his new jacket and took a deep breath.
“I told you a couple of weeks. I didn’t start at the hospital
until this week. I haven’t even had time to find the drug
room yet. You tell Mr. Top to lay off. I'll get the stuff
when I’m ready.”

Dugan puffed hard on the big cigar for another half
block. “Mr. Top can get pretty rough when somebody
gives him a phony deal. You might not like it.”

Rex stopped walking. He glared at Dugan through
the cloud of cigar smoke. “Look, Dugan, I’'m not working
for Mr. Top or anybody. I'm my own man. I’ll get the
stuff when I’'m ready. He can like it or lumpit.”

Dugan dropped the half-smoked cigar and stepped on
it carefully, grinding out its fire under his neat brown
shoe. Then Dugan looked at Rex. “I’ll tell Mr. Top what
you say, Rex. I’ll tell him exactly.”

Rex hated Dugan suddenly. “You do that. You just
go right ahead and do that, Dugan!”

Dugan looked long and hard at Rex and then turned
and walked away without saying another word.

Rex shrugged his shoulders and walked on. What did
he care about Dugan or Mr. Top? Nobody was going to
rush Rex or tell him what to do.

When he got to the noisy bar at Wilma’s Place, he went
in and ordered a beer. There was a small group playing
loud electric guitars and louder drums. A girl with fake
blond hair and painted eyes was doing the latest dance
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and singing into the mike on the platform. The place was
full of people and smoke.

Rex drank his beer and listened to the sounds. Usually
he felt a thrill of excitement in this place, and the strong
beat of the music would make him feel like dancing.
Usually, the girls would look good to him when they
tried to get him to dance with them.

Tonight, he sat at the bar and drank without feeling
anything at all. He couldn’t figure it out. He couldn’t
understand why the feeling of danger and excitement
wouldn’t come to him. He always had felt so alive at
Wilma’s Place. He had always felt so strong, so much
a man.

Rex drank another beer and smiled at one of the girls,
but she didn’t look interested. He didn’t really care.

Finally, he decided to leave. The only thing he really
felt, suddenly, was tired.

Rex left Wilma’s Place and walked home through the
cool night. He had a funny feeling that maybe somebody
was watching him, but he wouldn’t let himself turn
around to look. He kept on walking. He even stuck his
hands in his pockets, but for the first time he felt afraid.
He had never seen Mr. Top; no one he knew had ever
seen him. But Rex knew he was important in the drug
trade and Mr. Top’s organization was city-wide. Rex
began to realize that he was playing in the big league
this time.

By the time Rex got home, he was covered with sweat.
He went into the house and shut the door, feeling so weak
that he had to lean against the wall for a minute. Every-
body was watching television, so no one saw him.

When he felt better, he went to bed, undressing in the
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dark so that no one outside could see a light and know
where he slept.
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morphine,” said the ambulance driver.

“Okay, thanks. You give all the information to ad-
missions and call the police for me, will you?”

Miss Hunt started to loosen the girl’s clothes. Rex
saw a change come over Miss Hunt’s pretty face.

“Look at this, Rex.” She held out the sick girl’s left
arm. Rex saw that it was full of bruises and sores where
the girl had been giving herself drugs.

“f there is anyone in the world that deserves to die for

a crime, I think it’s the man that sells drugs to kids like
this.” Miss Hunt was so mad she was growing pale. “You
better get the oxygen tank, Rex, but I think it’s too late
for this one.”
Rex ran to get the tank and wheeled it back to the
room as fast as he could. Just as he got there,, another | y
: ambulance pulled in with two bleeding people crushed
in an auto accident. Miss Hunt went to help them, and
Dr. Cramer and the intern were needed to get the bleed-
ing stopped.

Rex was alone with the drugged girl. He didn’t dare
try to put the oxygen mask over her face. He didn’t know
how to turn it on or how much to give.

The girl’s body jerked as if it was in a big cramp. Rex
was afraid she would fall off the table, so he went to her
and put his hand on her shoulder.

“Take it easy, Miss.” Rex said, softly. “You're going
to be all right.” ‘;

The girl fell back and her eyes opened. She stared up | ]
at the ceiling. Rex knew she wasn’t seeing anything.

Her mouth moved. She was trying to talk. It scemed
to take all the strength she had to whisper one word—
hetp.
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She whispered it twice. Then she grabbed Rex's hand
and held on. Her body arched with a terrible surge of
strength, and her eyes opened wide. Then, slowly, her
body went limp, and her eyes seemed to go dark in a
way Rex had never seen before.

He stood there, her hand in his, staring at those un-
seeing eyes until Miss Hunt rushed back.

She took one look at the girl and then spoke gently to
Rex. “Come on, Rex, it's all over. Come on, now.”

Rex looked at her and then back at the girl.

“She’s gone, Rex,” the nurse said. “She took too
much. They never come out of it when they come in like
that.” Miss Hunt took the dead girl's hand away from
Rex. “You'd better help the doctor now. He needs you,
Rex.”

Rex walked slowly into the hall, still feeling that small
cold hand in his. How could a young girl like that die?
Why did she take too much? Why had she used drugs
at all?

Rex worked along the rest of the night, but he couldn’t
get that girl out of his mind.

Late in the night, when the emergency ward was quiet,
Rex went into the hospital ward to get some air. He sat
down on a bench and took a deep breath. Then out of the
side door of the building, Rex saw Miss Hunt pushing a
long cart. The figure on the cart was covered with a
sheet. Rex knew it was the body of the dead girl. Miss
Hunt was taking it to the hospital morgue until the girl’s
family could be located.

Rex watched the young nurse move briskly across the
yard. She was not much older than the dead girl had
been. Now the living girl pushed the dead one along on
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acart.

Rex felt sick at his stomach, but he couldn't stop
looking. Dcath was something he saw on television and
read about in the paper, but Rex had never seen it really
happen before. Something about that girl kept bothering
him.

20
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The next night, Tucsday, Mugsy met Rex just as he
was lcaving his house to go to work.

“Hey, Rex. 1 got a message for you from Dugan.”

Rex stopped. “Yeah, what is it?”

“Dugan says to tell you that by Thursday night Mr.
Top wants the stuff you promiscd him.”

“] can’t get it that fast, Mugsy. Tell Dugan | have to
have more time. 1 gotta move slow, sec?”

“Okay, Rex. I'll tell him for you. But he ain't going to
like it.”

“Well, that’s too bad. I can't help that. Don't worty.
I he wants me to get the stuff for him, he's not going to
work me over. 1 wouldn’t be any good to him then.” Rex
gave Mugsy a quick smile.

«“Yeah. | see what you mean,” Mugsy said.

Rex watched Mugsy walk away. He was older and
heavier than Rex. His face was beat up from the profes-
sional boxing he had done. He still walked with the
bounce of the natural athlete.

Rex turned and started for work. As he walked, he
thought of Mugsy. He was a faithful old guy. He would
never double-cross anybody.

Later that night, around three o’clock, the ambulance
guys brought in a robbery victim. Rex looked at the
bloody mess that was the man’s face.

«“Wow, Mister, somebody really clobbered you.”

The man tried to speak with his swollen mouth and
broken teeth. “Rex, it’s me! 1t’s me—Mugsy!”

“Mugsy!” Rex couldn’t believe it. “What happened?”
But Rex didn’t need to ask. Suddenly he knew what had
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“Here,” Rex said, “have some coffee.”

“Uhm, thanks, Rex.” She took the cup and tasted it.
“I couldn’t keep going without coffee.”

Rex watched her as she leaned her head back and
closed her eyes to rest them.

She spoke without opening her eyes. “You seem
different, Rex. Is anything bothering you?”

“Me? No, I guess not.”

The little nurse opened her eyes and looked at Rex
over the top of her cup as she took another sip.

“When you say ‘I guess not,” that means that some-
thing is bothering you.”

Rex could not look at her. How could he tell her how
he felt?

The little nurse kept on. “You’ve lived around here all
your life, haven’t you?”

“Sure.”

“Then you’ve seen guys beaten up like that man we
had tonight, haven’t you?”

“Yes.” Rex moved in his chair.

“Then how come that guy seemed to upset you so
much?”

Rex thought about it. Then suddenly, he knew. It
wasn't just because it was Mugsy and it was Rex’s fault.
It was something else.

“Well,” Rex said, “it’s different being here and seeing
the guy afterwards. I mean, when you are in a fight, you
are excited and mad. You want to hurt the other guy.
You want him to suffer. You want to beat him down.”

“Yes,” the nurse said, “so what’s different about being
here?”
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“Well, seeing the guy all covered with blood and
watching him suffer through the stitches and everything.
I don’t know. It’s different, that’s all.”

“I think I see what you mean. Afterward there’s no
excitement, no glamor, only blood and pain.” Miss Hunt
finished her coffee. “You must be a pretty good fighter.”

Rex looked at her. “Why do you say that?”

Miss Hunt smiled. “Well, if you've never seen the
painful part of a fight, then you must have always won.
You've never been beaten like that man was tonight. Am
I right?”

Rex couldn’t help smiling. “You’re a pretty good
detective, Miss Hunt.”

She stood up and pulled her white nylon uniform
straight. “You’ll have to call me Fay now that I know all
your secrets, Rex.”

“QOkay, Fay. But you don’t know all my secrets.”

They grinned at each other and went out to the ward.

Rex would have felt great except for the fact that
Thursday was only two days away.
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CHAPTER 6

On Wednesday, Rex went to the hospital in the early
evening. He wanted to see Mugsy during visiting hours
which ended at eight o’clock. He was glad they had put
Mugsy into a private room.

He found Mugsy propped up against the pillows,
watching the ball game on television.

“Hi, Mugsy.”

“Hi, Rex.” Mugsy couldn’t smile. What Rex could see
of his face under the bandages looked purple and sore.
And his speech was thick because of his swollen lips
and jaw. .

“Don’t try to talk. I just wanted to see how you were
doing. I’'m sorry they worked you over on my account.”

“I'll live, I guess,” Mugsy said slowly. “But you better
get that stuff for them tomorrow night. They ain’t kiddin’
around.”

“T know.” Rex stared at the television without seeing a
thing. “I don’t know what to do.”

Mugsy looked at Rex. “You could tell the cops and
get Dugan picked up.”

“No, I'm no fink.”

“Well, Mr. Top don’t like guys to back out of a deal,”
Mugsy said thickly. “Dugan made that very clear to me
last night.”

“Hey,” Rex said, suddenly. “I got an idea. I'll get
them some stuff that looks good but isn’t. Then I'll leave
town, and they’ll think I was just dumb or something.”

Mugsy’s head went back and forth on the pillows.
“Won’t work. They know you ain’t dumb.”

“Yeah, I suppose they do.” Rex wished he had never
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helped Mr. Top before. And wished he’d kept his big
mouth shut about the hospital. If only he hadn’t told
Dugan how he was going to get the stuff! Then he could
have told Dugan that his contact had been arrested or
something. But now that they knew it was the hospital,
they’d never leave him alone. ‘

Mugsy knew how Rex felt. “They got you in a corner,
Rex. You'll have to give them what they want.”

“P'll figure something out, Mugsy. Don’t worry.”

Rex got up to go. “I’ll see you tomorrow,” he said.
“Take it easy.”

Rex left Mugsy’s room and walked slowly down the
hall. He was wearing his orderly’s uniform. He knew no
one would bother him.

He hadn’t been in Chuck’s building before, except last
night when they brought Mugsy in. Rex wondered what
floor Chuck worked on. He decided to take the elevator
to the top and then look at each floor, since Chuck was
working a longer shift that night to cover for a friend.

He had just stepped off the elevator when a nurse
called to him.

“Orderly, quick! Help me get these wastebaskets out
of the hall!”

Rex saw that there were white metal wastebaskets
placed every thirty feet or so along the hall. The nurse
grabbed one and shoved it into a room. Rex went quickly
to the other side of the hall and moved a basket into the
first room he came to. Together, Rex and the nurse
cleared the hall.

They finished at the end where big doors opened into
a men’s ward which held about thirty beds.

“Quick! Open the doors.” The nurse pulled one door
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open as far as she could. Rex pulled the other one open.

As soon as the doors opened, Rex heard a lot of the
patients talking. He looked to the far end of the ward.
Four doctors were gathered around a bed. And a nurse
was hooking a bottle to a rack over the bed.

“What’s going on?” Rex asked.

The nurse said, “We’d better get the elevator. They’ll
be coming soon. Come on. I may need you.”

Rex and the nurse went back down the long hall to the
elevators. She told him what happened as they walked.

“One of the patients choked on his food. By the time
the nurse could get to him, his heart had stopped. Dr.
Slater did an operation to get to his heart with a pocket-
knife right there in the ward.”

“With a pocketknife?”

“There was no time to take him to surgery. He had to
move fast. He massaged the heart, and the man is alive.
Now we’ve got to take him to surgery and clean up the
incision to make sure he doesn’t get any infection.”

The nurse pushed the button and when the elevator
came she got in and held the door so it couldn’t shut.

“You go and watch for them.”

Rex stood in the hall in front of the elevator. In a
moment, they came. They brought the patient right in
his own bed, to avoid moving him. One intern held the
clear bottle of water that was being piped into the pa-
tient’s arm through a rubber tube. The three other
doctors pushed the bed and watched the patient for any
change. They moved fast.

“Here they come,” Rex said.
When they got to the elevator, Rex helped to ease the

27

T T O T T




DI
wom 2 mesw e e

“Nim, T'imm om distiy’ ower 2 cosereeacy. 1 i came owex
Thene to s=e 2 fiiemd whe's 2 patent ™

“Ofh, wadll. thrmiis agaim ™

“Thatf's eliay.™
Tk tho e cxmenpemry, wand:.
fing thhe dottiors: and! pnrses fisiat 10 save 2 s e

Sodidenily, e stiopped. That sest e wiky e dadiat g2t
2 dinmze ontt off Wilinzx's Place any mos’ Nextt o die
Toompitt] ewery nisdit, Wikez"s Place was ke 2 measns-
Tiess il maowie:.
T wadks in 2 Iospitsl, 2ad e was arapon®

Now e knew why e dde’t wast 20 b dhe dme
Trefione atbontt fiis own: fociimes. Fie'd aiways e cooll.
HEd alvays kep peoplc: ami fdases e cacesh away
Tondl afboutt the hespital was mew. He dide’t konow fow 2o

28




BB RRE s, i b = o s e e

CHAFTER 7

By the titne Rex had Tirisihed] wori Wesiimssiion nowhin:
he had made np his mind Fe wanitt somenpoer fie-goff
for Mr. Top. He would deeep on waiiinge o e Hesppizd’
and jost foreet abount it

He walked home with Chudkeaiiv st e
Now that they both woskcer -at five fasgyisil e et

“Yeah,” (lnnisalﬂ, ﬁmﬁzﬂm&a@mﬁ?‘
“1 was m your buildwe tastvisht G T disifint: s won.
there. The men only, 0f course™

“They're dvine. s Tike The il off theTiine fior ey ™

“1 don’t think T'd Tike fiat™ Rex siiered nir the ol
IMOrNing sunshine.

“T dadn’t fhink 1 -womld Sifier. Gt woe ger: et mo .
And soene ﬁﬁmﬁim%w

(mlﬁyamﬂfimﬂm@mmﬁm
hours before he could =010 el Rex was ghai e difint
have to s0.

“How do you Tike it pver in=mepee”” Chinci it

“1 hike 1t~ Rﬁmﬂﬁﬁaﬁm&ﬁmibm
ta]ﬂc ﬂ:a:t iirst nght, m:ﬂﬁm:ﬂle glﬁmtl-i:ﬂif




he felt a little embarrassed. “I didn't mean to talk so
much.”

“That's okay,” Chuck said. “Sounds like it’s pretty
exciting in emergency, all right.”

The boys had reached home by that time, and Chuck
went to get ready for school.

Rex slept and then watched television until it was time
to go to work. He felt nervous now that Thursday was
almost over. He was sure that if he could get through the
night all right, the worst would be over.

When he went on duty, Fay Hunt was already busy
with a case that the evening team had not quite finished
with,

“Hi, Rex. I've got a feeling it’s going to be a busy night.
We've finished treating the man in the first room. Will
you clean him up a little and get him into a hospital
nightshirt? I'll call and get him a bed.”

“Okay, Fay.”
Rex took care of the man, and they got him tucked

away all right. Then the ambulance brought in an
attempted suicide.

Rex and Fay were busy getting blood pumped back
into the woman’s arm. She began to come to, finally, and
Fay took her to a bed in the women’s ward.

They took a break for coffee, but before they had
time for more than a couple of sips, the police brought
in an old lady who had fallen off the step of a bus.

Dr. Cramer said it was a bad break, so they took her
up to the operating room to have it set and a cast put on.

“Well, maybe we can get two more tiny sips of coffee,”
Fay said, after the old lady was wheeled away.
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“Yeah. It’s been wild, hasn’t it?”

“Yeah, wild. But nothing like the time we had a leak
in a chlorine gas pipe and sixty-five people came in with
gas poisoning. You should have seen it then.”

“Sixty-five people! Where’d you put ‘em all?”

“QOutside, along the wall. Fortunately, it was summer-
time, and part of the treatment was plenty of fresh air.”

“That must have really been a mess.”

Rex drank his coffee and looked at Fay. Imagine it!
Rex, the local hood, famous dropout, young man with a
record, sitting here talking with a pretty nurse! And she
was treating him like a respectable human being. Rex
sat up straight in his chair. More than anything else right
now, he wanted to keep her respect.

The telephone rang.

“T’Il get it,” Rex said.

He went to the phone and took the message. “They're
bringing in a guy with terrible back pain. They think it
may be a kidney stone,” Rex said when he came back.

Fay finished her couffee and got up. “Okay, we'li put
him in Room Threz.”

They got the room ready and sent for Dr. Cramer and
the intern. By the time the ambulance came, they were
ready.

The patient was a short, heavy man who looked as if
he had done weight lifting in his younger days.

The doctor examined him and listened to his story.
The man found it hard to talk because of the sharp pains
that attacked his lower back.

“Can’t you just give me something for the pain,” said
the man. “I can answer your questions better then.”
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5 “Well, I don’t like to give you any medicine until I'm ,
“‘ sure what the trouble is. I think I'd better have some ;
X-rays first,” Dr. Cramer said, turning to the nurse.

“All right, Doctor,” Fay said. “Rex, wheel Mr. Nelson
down to X-ray. He can change to his hospital gown there
while you are waiting for the technician to come. It will i
just be a few minutes.” ‘

“Sure,” Rex said. He helped the intern put Mr. Nelson
on the high bed on wheels and pushed him out of Room
Three, down the hall, and into the X-ray room. Then
Rex shut the door so that Mr. Nelson could change out
of his street clothes. Rex stayed in the room to help him.

As soon as the door was shut, Mr. Nelson sat up on
the bed.

“You better take it easy, Mr. Nelson.”
“Ts your name Rex?”

Rex was surprised at the question. People in pain
didn’t usually care what anybody’s name was. Rex
looked at Mr. Nelson.

“Yeah, that’s my name. Why?”

“Do you know a guy named Dugan?”
Rex felt his heart miss a beat.

“Yeah, I know him.”

Mr. Nelson put his legs over the edge of the bed and
stood up. He was shorter than Rex but a good hundred
pounds heavier. His eyes were cold and intelligent.

“Dugan told me you had some stuff for me. I work for
Mr. Top. I gotta have it. Now.”

3 «I ... can’t get it. They’ve got it locked up. There’s
a man in the room all the time. It's impossible.”

“You show me where the room is. I'll help you. Come
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on. Let’s get out of here.”
Rex couldn’t think. What co'< he do?

Nelson took a small gun out of his pocket. “Move,
Buster. Check the hall and see if it’s clear.”

Rex looked out of the door. The hall was empty.

“It’s clear.”

“Okay, I'm going to get up on this bed. You put the
sheet over me so my coat is covered. And my shoes. I'll
have this gun aimed right at your stomach. Now. Okay.
Push me out, and take me to the drug room. Walk at the
side down near my feet. That way I can see you all the
time.”

Rex opened the door and prayed that the X-ray
technician would be in the hall. But the hall was empty.

Rex walked as slowly as he dared, hoping that Fay
or Dr. Cramer would come into the hall and stop him.
. But he got to the end where there was an outside door.
He pushed the bed through and headed for the main
building.

As he went along, he hoped someone would stop him
and ask him why he was taking a patient outside at this
hour. But no one was around.

He got to the main building. He opened the big glass
doors and pulled the bed through. Nelson saw the bright
light in the information office.

“Keep away from that desk. If they try to stop us,
keep moving.”

Rex pushed the bed to the elevator. He hoped they
would have to wait for a car. No such luck. A car was
right there, ready.

Rex pulled the bed into the elevator. He pushed the
button for the basement, and the doors closed softly.
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had done it right. “Good. Now smash the glass in that
case, and let’s get the stuff and get out of here. I ain’t got
all night.”

Rex kicked the glass with the heel of his shoe. It broke
with a crash.

“You fool!” Nelson hit Rex across the face with his
hand. “You didn’t have to make it that loud. Now get
over there by that guy and lie down. If you move, I'n
kill you.”

Rex went over and lay down on the floor. His mind
was whirling like mad. What could he do? How could
he stop this Neison guy?

Nelson was putting stuff into a plastic bag he had
brought with him. Rex watched him. He sure was a big
guy.

Wait a minute, thought Rex. I wonder if his name is
really Nelson. Of course not. He wouldn’t use his real
name. Could this be Mr. Top himself? Rex decided to
find out.

“Hey, Mr. Top!” Rex said.

Nelson’s head came up. “What?”

“You’re Mr. Top!”

“Yeah, so what?”’

“Is that your real name? Top?”

“Yeah, Topham, but they call me Top. Now shut up.”

The drug-room man was staring at Rex. Rex suddenly
remembered what Fay had said the night that girl died.
She hated the guys that sold drugs to kids. Now she
would hate Rex. He had to stop Mr. Top. But how?

Rex looked around. Then he noticed that a piece of
glass from the broken door of the drug case was lying

35




near his head. Slowly, Rex began to move nearer to it.
By the time he had moved to where the glass was by his
ear, the big man was finished. The plastic bag was full of
little bottles, packets and boxes.

«All right, Buster. You get up now.”

Rex rolled over and as he got up, he put his hand over
the piece of glass. When he was on his feet, the glass was
in his hand.

«We’ll just leave the guy here. He'll be all right. By
the time he talks to the police, we’ll be gone, far, far
away. Dugan and the boys are waiting in the car.”

With his gun in his pocket, Mr. Top pushed Rex along
in front of him out into the hall. Mr. Top told Rex to
close the door of the drug room behind them.
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CHAPTER 8

Leaving the drug room, Rex and Mr. Top walked
down the hospital hall the way they had come in. As
they passed by the cart they had left in the hall, Rex
made his move.

Rex stopped and took two steps back. Mr. Top turned
to see what Rex was doing. Rex grabbed the end of the
cart. The cart moved easily on swivel wheels and Rex
shoved it up against Top’s stomach hard enough to
knock the wind out of him for a minute.

Mr. Top’s right hand came out of his pocket in an
automatic effort to push the cart away. That left the gun
in the pocket. Top’s left hand held the plastic bag. When
the cart hit him, the bag fell onto the top of the cart. Rex
leaned on the cart holding it against Top as hard as he
could with his body, while he used the piece of glass to
cut the plastic bag.

The bag fell open and all the drugs spilled out onto
the cart.

Rex swept them off with his arm, spilling and scatter-
ing them as they fell to the hard floor. Some of the little
bottles broke and liquid spilled onto the floor. Pills and
packets of drugs flew everywhere.

Mr. Top caught his breath and saw what had happened
to the drugs in the same moment.
“You lousy little fink!” Top’s eyes were like hard steel.

Rex threw all of his weight against the cart, trying to
keep Mr. Top pinned against the wall. But a hundred
extra pounds of weight and the power of a trained weight
lifter were too much to hold back.

Rex ielt Top pushing against the cart. Rex didn’t want
to get pinned to the other wall with the cart, so he let go
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suddenly and ducked down under the cart. As it went
over his head, Rex made a dive for Top’s legs.

The two men fell to the floor. Rex tried to get some
kind of hold on the big man, but in a moment Top had
pinned Rex down. T. ¢n Top took out the gun. He hit
Rex on the head twice, and then everything went dark
for Rex.

When Rex came to, he felt a terrible pain in his head.
He didn’t move, hoping it would go away. Then he -
realized that he was lying on the floor. He remembered
Mr. Top! Where was he?

Rex listened. He heard someone moving. He opened
his eyes carefully. Mr. Top was there! Then he must
have only blacked out for a few scconds.

Rex tried to see what Top was doing. He was kneeling
on the floor! He was picking up the drugs that were still
good.

Then behind Mr. Top at the end of the hall, Rex saw
two men in uniform. The hospital security guards!

“Get your hands in the air!” one of the guards said.

Rex saw Mr. Top jump. He had been so busy with his
little pills that he hadn’t heard a thing. Now he turned
around with a look of complete surprise on his face.

“Come on. Get up. Keep your hands high.” The other
guard came up and found Top’s gun. He took the gun,
and it seemed to Rex that Mr. Top seemed to shrink a
little. He didn’t look as big anymore.

“What did you do to the orderly?”” The guard moved
his big service pistol as if he felt like using it.

Mr. Top put his hands higher. “I didn’t kill him. He’s
just knocked out.” Mr. Top’s voice had a new sound.
There was a little note of panic in it.

38




Rex tried to sit up. One of the guards came and helped
him to his feet.

“Are you okay, kid?”

«I think so,” Rex said. The guard helped him walk
over to Mr. Top. Rex saw that there was sweat on Mr.
Top’s forehead. So when things get tight, even big guys
sweat. Somehow it made Rex feel good to know that.
Nobody is really cool, then. Nobody, that is, except the
guy with nothing to worry about.

“How did you find out about this?” Rex asked.

“Well, the drug-room phone line came open and all the
operator could hear was some funny kind of mumbling.”

“Hey, that’s right. The guy is all taped up.” Rex went
into the drug room. He found some scissors in the desk
and cut the tapes off the man.

«Thanks. I thought I’d have to wear that tape forever.”

They walked back into the hall. “Well, you got him.
That’s great.”

“Sure, the operator has standing orders that when
anything at all is funny about the drug room, she sends
for us right away. Your getting to the phone gave us the
clue. Are you okay?”

“Yes, but this young fellow had quite a scrap with
him. You know who he is, don’t you, Rex?”

«Yes, his name is Topham. He’s got some guys waiting
outside for him. You might be able to nab them, too.
They’re all pushers.”

One of the guards went to the drug room to phone the
police.

Top glared at Rex. “You lousy fink!” Topham said.

Rex didn’t get a chance to tell Top off. Fay and Dr.
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It would be dark by six. He would again have to wait
inside the well-lighted market until he saw his bus arrive.
Then he would sprint for the bus so that lurking members
of the Jockeys couldn’t get him. That first Saturday
Richard worked, Stump, a short boy dressed in hip-tight
khakis, had given a silent warning. He stood outside the
market window and stared until he was sure that Richard
saw him. No doubt, Stump reported immediately to Joe
Jackson and other members of the Jockeys that someone
from another gang was working in their territory.

Even the bus would have to be checked. Richard
would look at all the passengers while he paid his fare.
Then he would pick a seat halfway between the front
door and the rear door, never at the rear of the bus. The
walk from the bus stop to his house could be dangerous,
too. The only safe place would be home where he would
slump down on the sofa and watch the rest of whatever
wastunedinon TV.

The conveyor belt began to move again. Richard was
glad not to have time to think. Like a skilled juggler,
he snatched the smaller articles from the counter well,
snapped them to his left hand, held just above the opened
bag, and lowered them swiftly into the bag. He enjoyed
looking up every now and then at nervous customers
who obviously expected him to fumble a throw and
smash their jar of mayonnaise or splat their ripe avocado.

The manager grunted as he swung his right leg over
the low chrome railing behind Richard. “How you like
working Sundays?”’ the manager asked.

Richard nodded without looking up.

“You’re faster than the others,” the manager con-
tinued. “That’s why I picked you for the extra time.”
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Richard faked a smile but remained silent. It was
uncomfortable listening to the manager, or to any older
people, for that matter. They always seemed to be putting
on an act to hide their fear and anger.

“If you keep working fast, you can work every
Sunday,” the manager said. “Counting the two hours
after school every day and Saturdays, that’ll give you
over twenty-five hours a week. You’ll be driving to work
in a purple Jaguar before you know it.”

Richard faked another smile and waited for the real
reason behind the conversation. In three weeks of work-
ing at the market, he had learned that the manager
always had a hidden reason when he spoke, no matter
how friendly he tried to be. N

“Why don’t you take a short lunch when you finish
bagging this one,” the manager said finally, “and I'll see ‘
about letting you off early one of these nights.” ‘

“OK,” Richard said flatly. Probably some of the
boxboys hadn’t shown up and the manager was out to
get more work without fattening any paychecks. No
doubt the manager would make the same speech to
another boxboy down the line.
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CHAPTER 2

Reaching back to untie his pale green, knee-length
apron, Richard suddenly changed his mind. It would be
safer to wear the apron. On the three Saturdays he had
worked, he walked two blocks south for lunch at a
hamburger stand in his own territory. But that stand
wasn’t open Sundays, and he would have to risk eating
lunch in the Jockeys’ territory. The apron might make
them realize he was working, not cruising or scouting
for a rumble.

Richard was sorry he had not crossed to the park at
the first traffic signal, for ahead he could see men dressed
in black, standing in a few small groups on the church
steps. He didn’t like funerals. They always made him
wonder how old the person in the casket was. Old people
didn’t matter. They had lived their lives and were tired
anyway. But young people were different. It was unfair
to strike them down before they had lived enough to be
tired.

As he approached the church, he looked toward the
park to shut out the sad faces. Then he heard strained
laughter coming from some group on the steps. Were
they laughing at him? He looked quickly toward the
church. The men, dressed in Sunday suits, looked at one
another with fixed smiles, as if the suits had stiffened
their faces. They were all too old to be members of an
active gang. At least they were not attending a funeral,
Richard thought. Maybe a christening or a wedding.

Richard felt safer once he had reached the lunch stand
in the park. All local gangs had formally agreed not to
fight in the park because the Center sponsored weekly
dances that everyone wanted to go to. Of course, he




wasn't sure that the agreement still held, since he was out
of touch, but it was safer to be out in the open rather
than trapped inside a cafe.

He cleaned off the crumb-covered redwood bench, not
wanting to dirty the seat of his still-fresh tan Levi’s. Then
he started eating his hamburger and drinking his coke
as rapidly as possible. The kids standing in line ahead
of him, arguing about what ice cream bar and what
drink to get, had made him late.

Between bites and swallows, he looked at the people
in the park. Mostly there were kids running or crawling
around aimlessly, with some mothers and fathers
stretched out separately on the grass like corpses, ap-
parently trying to sleep. Here and there were young
couples, alive and as close together as they could be.

At a table across from him sat one couple almost his
own age, with their backs to him. Twice, the boy put his
arm around the girl’s shoulder. Twice, she pulled away
and moved farther down the bench. One more move and
she would fall from the bench. Richard wanted to stay to
see what would happen, but the second he put the last
bite of hamburger into his mouth, he got up from the
bench and hurried toward the market, the same way he
had come.

Just before he reached the church, someone on the
steps shouted, “Here they come!” Instantly, the people
on the steps formed two solid lines from the church to
the flower-decorated car parked at the curb, blocking
Richard’s way. He could have gone around by the street,
but he was attracted by the excitement of the scene.

The bride lifted her white satin dress slightly as she
came down the steps cautiously in her needle heels. With
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her left arm held up gracefully, she pretended to fend off
rice and twirls of colored paper ribbons hurled joyously
by the crowd. Behind the couple came the bridesmaids—
Richard was suddenly a complete captive of the scene.
The smallest of the bridesmaids was someone he was
sure he knew, but he couldn’t remember from where.

Three of the bridesmaids went down the steps part
way with the couple. The smallest one stayed at the top,
smiling through tears, reaching over and over into her
small satin purse, throwing a few grains of rice, which
fell and scattered just a few steps below. Her hand never
went higher than the small circle of peach-colored satin
and veil on the crown of her head, but the action of
throwing her arm forward made her firm body give
curving highlights to her peach-colored satin dress. The
swirls of dark, shining hair and the high cheekbones were
almost familiar, but Richard still could not place her.

The bride reached the car, turned toward the brides-
maids, and threw her bouquet. The one at the top did
not try for the bouquet. Instead, she raised both hands
to her face in an expression of unbearable excitement.
When she saw who caught the bouquet, she gave a little
cry of delight which Richard recognized immediately.

Of course. It was that once-shapeless little girl in
junior high school, the one who was always in the crowd
when he was playing on a team. Whenever he scored a
point or just made a good play, he would look over at
the bleachers, and there she would be, the tips of her
fingers still touching her cheekbones. And when the
action was all complete, out would come that little cry
of delight.

As soon as the groom got into the car, the lines broke
up, the younger men running to their cars to honk the
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the telephone book he found five columns of pecple
named Olson or Olsen. He had no idea what her father’s
first name was. He didn’t bother to count the names. It
would take too long to call all of those numbers.

At six o’clock Richard didn’t wait inside the market
for the bus to come. He walked straight out to the bus
stop and waited with a few other people. He had more
important things to think about now. At home he ate a
silent dinner, which his sister had kept warm for
After dinner he didn’t join the other members of the
family at television. Instead, he went to the small hoase
in back, where his married brother lived.

“You don’t have to be at work wuntil €ight,” Richard
said to his brother. “I can have your car back here by
six-thirty tomorrow night. It’s really important, or 1
wouldn’t ask you.”

Richard stood in the doorway of the narrow bathroom
while, inside, his brother finished shaving for the
shift at the bakery. “Those are brand new seat covers,”
his brother said angrily. “I don’t want you picking up a

“bunch of hoods and spilling wine all .over the seats™

“It’s not for cruising,” Richard protested. “1 need it
for just about an hour to find a friend. Most of the time
it'll be sitting on the market parking lot, right where 1
can keep an eye on it.” He continued ito protest quiietly
until his brother gave in.
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Assonmas his last class was over on Monday, Richard
entered the: Attendance Office at McKinley High.

“@myumtei[mewhereMatyOlSonisthiSpeﬁod?”
fiee askied confidently. He saw quickly that the pale-
waniit mot: Frand out: that kind of information freely. “I'm
meuog:ckﬁerugﬁ)radennst’sappmnmm”

The mzar Jooked. hard into Richard’s eyes as if he had

“Fowgo to this school?” the man asked.

The mam started to spin the circular file of girds’ pro-
gmn&“ﬁlﬂgfy&yonthemomnnmbet‘,”hcsaid, “but
tﬁmny_an:?ﬂ:&avemg,a;visimfsfpassﬁmnmeBoys’VP.”

Rictiand asked a girl where Room 115 was, and he
tmgtzstamfspas.ﬂngthatanptyfedmgmﬂle
stiommzch: as: fie waited in the hall outside of Room 115.
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Marywanedunﬁlknchatdptmonﬂtodrzndeof
the car. Then she slid over close to him_. “What does that
say?”sheasked,pmnmgtomwmmgondum
shield on the passenger’s side.

Richard cocked his head to look at the writing. The
shﬂandthzﬂannbesofﬂntwomﬂsmm
even though from the inside of the car the wWILeg
appamdbackwards.’lhcmmnghadbeendme'ﬂa
bmadfck-t:ppedpm."hsays“[he]ocker’”henﬂ
to her smply.

He drove Mary io where she worked, a variety store




CHAPTER §

On Thursday afternoon Mary was not smiling when
she came out of class.

“] pianned to come yesterday and the day before,”
Richard said, “but my brother needed his car.”

“You must not come here anymore,” she said.

He could tell from the way she spoke that she was
worried, not angry. “What’s the matter?” he asked.

Mary hung her head as if she were afraid to speak.
“Joe Jackson stopped me in the hall today,” she said
finally. “He’s one of the leaders of the Jockeys.”

“] know who he is all right,” Richard said explosively.
“Did he touch you?”

Mary shook her head. “Are you a member of any gang
at Adams?” she asked, as if she wanted the answer to
be “No.”

«I used to go around with one,” Richard said, “but I
stopped seeing them as much when I got on the baseball
team. The guys in the gang don’t consider me an active
member anymore, but nobody ever really gets out of a
gang.”

“Let’s go to the car,” Mary said. “I’m afraid for you
here.”

Again, someone had written “The Jockeys” on the
windshield of the car, this time in slightly larger letters.
Richard had to wash the earlier ones off with soap and
water before returning the car. He was angry at having
to do it again.

“Joe has some crazy idea that he is my protector,”
Mary said as they drove. “He said that he didn’t want to
see me going around with the wrong people. I think he
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has that short boy watching me.”

Richard parked just beyond the variety store and put
his arm around Mary. For a few moments he said
nothing. Then he put his left hand under her chin, turning
her face toward his.

“It’s all my fault,” he said. “I never should have taken
a job out of my own territory.” He looked at her eyes
carefully for the first time and saw how long and per-
fectly shaped her eyelashes were. He smiled as he spoke
again. “But if I hadn’t taken the job, I might not have
seen you again. Any danger is worth that.”

He leaned forward and touched his lips to her left
eyebrow. They both sighed deeply.

“May I drive you home after work?” he asked.

The worried look returned to Mary’s face, and she
protested that her house would be just as dangerous as
school.

“How about staying here after work?” he asked. “We
could walk over to the park. They wouldn’t bother us
there.”

Mary explained regretfully that during the week she
had to cook dinner for her family. Before she got out of
the car, they hastily agreed to meet in the park for lunch
on Saturday, since they both worked all day.

Shortly after twelve o’clock on Saturday Richard saw
Mary through the trees, walking diagonally across the
park from work. He reached the cafe before she did, and
he got in line at the take-out window. He waved hello to
her as she approached and motioned for her to get an
empty table out under a leaf-bare elm tree.

Only a week ago he sat at a table alone and looked
longingly at some of the other people. Now here he was
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close to Mary, their bodies touching, his arm around her
curved-in waist. He had thought it would be hard to
know what to say. He didn’t need words. Just to be with
her, to watch an impossible blue sky through black bones
of trees, to feel the warmth of her body close to his, was
enough for him. The time was almost over before they
knew it.

“There’s a dance here tonight,” Richard said. “Can
you come right after work?”

Mary would have to telephone her sister to meet them
there. That way she was sure that her father would let
her go, and Richard would not risk getting caught deep
in the territory walking her home.

Richard carried their waste paper to a chipped yellow
can chained to a deeply wrinkled tree and then walked a
way with Mary.

“Don’t come any farther,” she begged.

“It’s safe as long as I stay in the park,” he said. “The
gangs made an agreement a long time ago that this park
is neutral territory.”

Just before they reached the sidewalk, Richard swung
himself in front of Mary and crossed his wrists in the
curve of her back. Mary went up on her toes as she
reached for his lips. Their lips touched like a whisper.
Then she dropped her head sideways against his chest.
They stood for several seconds with their bodies flat
against one another, both gazing blankly in different
directions.

Suddenly Richard felt uneasy. Something out there
beyond him was wrong. The bare trees, the cafe, the table
where they sat—all came into focus. Someone was watch-
ing them. There, by the cafe he stood, watching quietly
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as he had watched through the market window that first
Saturday. It was Stump again, giving his second silent
warning.

Richard did not trouble Mary with what he saw,
because it might keep her from going to the dance. He
walked her to the edge of the park and then started back
the way he had come.

It would take Stump and at least three others to cormer
him in the open park in the daylight, Richard thought.
And if they were planning to jump him, Stump probably
wouldn’t have shown himself. Just the same, Richard
made wide sweeps around the cafe and the Center
building. Stump was not to be seen.
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CHAPTER 6

At five-thirty the rubber whine of the traffic outside
the market grew louder, and the street lights came on.
Richard looked through the window to the park where
the lights along the paths and in front of the Center
made flat circles of brightness on the ground. In less than
thirty minutes he would have several hours to spend

At five minutes tc six Richard went back to the em-
ployees” room t<, comb his hair, just right. He shaped the
knot of his tie. He had managed not to get his shirt and
pants dirty during the day. They would have to do for
the evening. He dusted his black leather ankle boots with
2 dry paper towel and took one final look at his combed
hair.

He felt emptiness again as he waited at the signal Bast
the emptiness would be gone as soon as he held Mary
close to him again.

He crossed the street and started to walk the
park diagonally. When he reached the comer of the
darkened cafe, he saw Mary ahead, walking along the
sidewalk with a man. Maybe her sister couldn’t come,
and a brother came instead, Richard thought. Or maybe
she was afraid to walk in the park after dark and had
asked someone from work to walk with her. Richard
could see that they were talking rapidly.

Something was wrong. Mary was shaking her head too
violently. At the edge of one of the flat circles of bright-
ness made by a street light, the man grabbed Mary’s
arm and started to pull her toward the street.

Richard recognized the man’s features in the street
Light It was Joe Jackson. Richard’s legs expioded into
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action the way they did when he hit a ball in a game. If
he could take Joe by surprise, Joe wouldn’t have a chance
to flick out a knife.

By the time Richard neared the edge of the park, Joe
had pulled Mary halfway across the street. The sound
of Richard’s pounding feet made her turn her head and
look back at the park. “No!” she screamed when she saw
the trap. Her warning was too late.

As Richard dashed between two parked cars, Stump
sprang out from behind a car and crouched in the open
space like a wrestler ready for battle. The street light
flashed for an instant along the slim blade of his knife,
held in front of him like a sword.

Richard had no chance to slow down or turn aside.
The sharp point entered his chest. His speed drove the
blade deep into his body. He fell forward over Stump and
rolled onto his back into the middle pf the street. Mary
wailed a long cry of pain when his body came to rest and
he did not move. Stump and the knife vanished in the
dark, beyond the reaches of the street light.

Mary tore her arm away from Joe’s grasp and rushed to
the middle of the street. She fell to her knees by Richard’s
head. His face looked gray and lifeless under the street
light. She leaned over and felt for his breath with her
cheek. None came. Gently, she covered his face with her
hands and looked up at the dark sky. “They wouldn’t
let me learn to love you again,” she moaned. Then she
rocked to and fro on her knees, like a woman who could
not hold back her grief.
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Hard rain beat on the big window's of thz Iving room.
Aboveﬂ)cﬁraphccopcnmgmtwo-b\-m with wire
mesh stretched between them. Henry hadnt even scen
the woman whose fireploce they were wbulding. He
building a slate fireplace for her. And that took money.

“1 hired you to mix the mud.” the mason said, “and 10
bring me the slate.™

“I told you 1 didn’t know anvthing about &.” Hemry
said_“Dadn’t 17

“Boy,” the mason said. He looked up at the framework
of wood and the wire mesh. “A smart kid I need Jike I
need a broken arm.”

“I’'m not being smast,” Henry said. “I mean [ dox’t
know bow to do what you want.™

The mason was a thin, Iitthe guy, smaller than Hemry.
He had black, curly hair and a face like a boxer’s. though
he didn't Jook like a boxer otherwise. He Jooked beat-np_
but he didn’t have a boxer’s casy movements. He dada’t
have a boxer’s power. His fingers trembled as be beld np
the mortar on the big trowel. “Okay.”™ he said, 1T come
out and show you agamn ™

Outside, in the garage, they worked m the balf-hghe of
mason said, “now watch me this time, so I don’t have o
show you again. Never mind the ram. It don’t need your
help. It's domng all right by itself ~

He took three shovels of sand and one of cement and
the rain and tumed the hose on at the faucet. “Don’t s
the water n yet,” he yelled to Henry. “Let me show yon™
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Sure, Henry thought. I'll wait. It made him nervous.
The mason was kind of odd. The guy just made him
nervous, being around him. Hands shaking and all that.

“Now, look,” the mason said. He had run a little water
into the wheelbarrow full of mortar. He mixed it with a
hoe. “See?” he said. “Just like that. Nice and wet without
falling apart. That’s how mud has to be.”

“How come you call it mud?”

“Jeez, what a question. How do I know how come it’s
mud? Why do they call a horse a horse? Because they
do.” The mason wiped his hand, covered with black
mortar, across his face. A black smudge ran from his
cheekbone to his chin. “Why that woman wants black
mortar is beyond me,” he said. “Why couldn’t she go for
regular mortar?”

“I guess she thought black would look better with that
slate,” Henry said.

“I didn’t ask you. Look. You wheel this stuff in and
make sure you stay on the dropcloths. Right?”

“Sure. How much you paying me?”
“I told you. A buck seventy-five.”

“Yeah.” It wasn’t much. Henry knew that. He also
knew this guy was probably not licensed. He didn’t know
how he knew. He just knew. There was something sneaky
and shaky about the guy. Henry was sorry he’d left the
poolhall for this job. He could be shooting a little eight-
ball with Rosey, or one of the other guys. Saturday was
no time to work.

He didn’t know why he had come with this mason. The
guy came into the poolhall, looking shaky and kind of
scared, and he looked around. Henry sat on a bench,
back behind the snooker table, just hanging around. Too




early for anybody to be in, except he had to get up early
to drive his mother to work at the hospital. That was the
only reason he was here.

So the guy, this mason, offered him a job. And Henry
only had seventy-five cents in his pocket, just enough for
a few games. So he came. It was getting near Christmas
and he had nc present for his mother yet. He could make
fourteen dollars in one day, enough for a day of pool and
a pretty good present.

Henry wheeled the mortar along the sidewalk and in
through the front door. Then he wheeled it along the hall
and into the living room.

“You’re about the slowest guy I ever saw,” the mason
said. He had told Henry his name, but Henry had
forgotten it.

“I didn’t tell you I was fast,” Henry said. This guy was
worse than Old Man Pratt, his math teacher. Old Man
Pratt shook, too. His hand rattled the chalk on the board
when he wrote equations. Henry’s old man was like that,
before he died, all shaky and sick-looking. This mason
looked sort of like Henry’s old man, tiie way he shook
and the color of his face. His face was gray and thin
looking. His eyes were too bright. Henry’s old man had
looked like that.

“You got to stay off the carpet,” the mason said. He
was throwing mortar up against the wire mesh with the
big trowel. “This carpet cost somebody several dollars a
yard. I don’t want to have to replace it.”

“You ought to have more of this canvas,” Henry said.
“T didn’t see that gap between the pieces.”

“She’ll love that black tire track on that gold carpet,”
the mason said. “God, I'm already losing money on this




job. What made me take on a slate job? I must of been
drunk.”

Maybe that was why his hands shook. Maybe he was a
drunk. He was kind of odd and shaky, but he threw the
mortar up just right. Henry never had even watched a
mason before. But he could tell the guy knew what he
was doing. He threw a big blob of the mortar up there on
the wire mesh. Then he spread it with a trowel and it
stayed. He did it neat and quick.

“Don’t just stand there with your mouth hanging
open,” the mason said. “Go mix another batch of mud.”

By the middle of the afternoon Henry was covered
with the black dye he used in the mortar. His clothes
were soaked with rain. His arms and shoulders ached
from mixing the mortar and wheeling it into the living
room. A dollar seventy-five an hour! Two or three more
batches of the stuff and he’d drop-dead on the wet
sidewalk.

And he was tired of having the guy gripe at him all the
time. He hadn’t mixed a batch of mortar right all day. He
had smeared the carpet. He had put black handprints on
the blue front door. It made him nervous to be told oft
like that, all day long.

“That’s the last batch,” the mason said. And, yeah, it
was. The wire mesh was covered with a heavy coat of
rough mortar. It ran from the fireplace opening, three
feet off the floor, up to the high ceiling. Henry didn’t
know how it stayed there. It looked like it would plop out
on the floor any second, the whole wall of gray mortar.

“What do we do now?” Henry said.

“I don’t know about you," the mason said, “but I'm
going home.”
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“Oh,” Henry said, pleased. A little nervous too. It was
true he kind of hated the guy. And the work was too hard
for the money. But he wanted to come back tomorrow
for some reason. He didn’t know why. He hated the guy,
but he wanted to come back. Why was that?

“You doing anything tomorrow?” the mason said.

“Most Sundays I go to church.”

“That’s great,” the mason said. “You think you’ll go
to hell if you miss a Sunday?”

Henry half grinned. “I don’t guess so,” he said. He was
tickled that the guy wanted him again. That tickled him.
He didn’t know why.

“I don’t know where I could get me somebody else,”
the mason said. He wasn’t really talking to Henry. He
was thinking out loud. “Not before tomorrow morming.”

HEIETI W £ 3




CHAPIER 2

The woman was one of those women in their thirties
wbostilllook]ike:litﬂegiﬂs,kindof.Shehadasoﬂ,
blonde Iittle face and real blonde hair. She wore stretch
pants and a tight sweater over a good figure. She was
pretty, all right, but she was one of those quict hellions.

“Just how,” she said, “do you plan to get that black

“Oh,” the mason said, “that comes right off. With a
Iittle suds and water. No problem.” He had this possum
grin on his face. Henry could tell the woman made him
nervous. He kept wiping his mortar-covered hands on
his pants, like he wanted real bad to be clean in front of
this lady. But the pants were as black as his hands.

“I think I really want the other pattern,” the woman
said. “After thinking it over. It won’t be too much trouble
to take that down?”

“Oh, no. No, ma’am,” Steve said, the mason. He had

“I bave to go out,” the woman said. “I have some
shopping. You'll close the door and Iock it, if you leave.”

“Women,” the mason said. He watched the woman
20 out the front door before he said it. And he didn’t say
anything else. Just, “Women.” Then he started taking
down the two courses of greenish-black cut slate. Two
hours’” work. Henry could almost cry, just watching him.
It took Steve a good ten minutes just to set one block of
slate in there. He had to kind of hit between shakes of
his hand, just to get it straight. Two hours® work. That
was worth about nine dollars for Steve’s pay and three-
fifty that he’d have to pay Henry.




“You’ll lose money, huh?”’ Henry said.

“Don’t waste your time crying about it. Just get out
there in the garage and get a broom and a shovel. Pick
up this dry stuff. And bring me another batch of mud.”

They went down to the country club for lunch. It was
a private club, but there was no place else anywhere near.
The woman’s husband was a member, she said. And
she’d call down to the man in the sandwich bar about
them. It was all linoleum floor in there, she said. So their
dirty shoes and clothes wouldn’t matter. She made it
pretty clear she didn’t want Steve and Henry in her
kitchen.

“Boy, she’s a fussy broad,” Henry said. They were
sitting in the country club sandwich bar. The young guy
behind the counter gave them two or three funny looks,
when they ordered. He gave them two cold sandwiches
each. Then he went back to staring out the window,
where you could see the fairways and greens, the grass
and the trees, bending under the heavy rain. It was all
kind of gray and sad looking.

“You married?” Henry said to Steve.
“You writing a book?”’
“Boy, you’re a touchy guy,” Henry said. “I just asked.”

“I was married,” Steve said. He was looking.out at the
rain, too. “But she got killed.”

“Gee, I'm sorry,” Henry said. He was sorry he even
asked.

“Yeah,” Steve said. His voice was low and bitter. It

‘was like he was talking to the rain out there, instead of

to Henry. “She was a sweet girl. That woman up there”—
he waved toward the house where they were working—
“she couldn’t hold a candle to Sue Mary.” He turned
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around and put his face almost up against Henry’s face.
“You know how she got killed?”

Henry pulled back six inches. He shook his head. It
startled him, the way Steve looked, his eyes somehow
bright and dull at the same time. His head—Steve's—
quivered on his thin neck. “This drunk, this nutty drunk,
ran into her with a motorcycle. That’s how. He didn’t
have any insurance,” Steve said. “And she left me with
a little girl. The baby she was carrying was killed.”

“Carrying?”’

“Inside her. Yeah. Sue Mary,” Steve said. “She was
only twenty-five. Twenty-five years old.”

The two of them sat there eating their sandwiches and
looking out at the rain. A long line of cottonwoods,
beyond the fairways, bent in the wet wind.

“My dad,” Henry said finally, “he died last year.”

“That right?”

“Yeah. Oh, he was kind of old. Fifty-eight.”

“Heart?” Steve said.

“No, he had cancer. He used to play football at Santa

Clara,” Henry said. “Back in the thirties. He was
quarterback.”

“Me,” Steve said, “I never even finished high school.”

“I haven’t finished yet,” Henry said, wanting to be
polite. |

“There was a time,” Steve said, “I could of finished
that fireplace in one day. Oh, besides that first coat of
mud. One day after that.” He held up his hands. “Look
at that,” he said. “That all started after Sue Mary got
hit by that nutty kid.” He took a bite of his ham sandwich
and talked while he chewed. “They won’t even send the




guy to jail,” he said, “not the way they’re talking.”

“Maybe you heard of my old man,” Henry said. “He
was Little All-American back then.”

Steve looked thoughtful. “Nah,” he said, then, “I never
paid any attention to football and that. Besides, I was
just a little kid. I guess I look older,” he said, almost
shyly, “but I was only a little tiny kid back then.” He

looked directly at Henry for the first time since he came.

into the poolhall. “You must be a Catholic,” he said.
“Isn’t Santa Clara a Catholic college?”

Henry grinned. “Yeah,” he said, “we’re Catholics.
You ever hear of a Baptist named Padilla?”

“Nah,” Steve said, looking out at the rain again, “they
won’t even send him to jail. He’ll get probation or
something.”

“Guys like that,” Henry said, “guys that drive around
drunk. They ought to be whipped with clubs.”

“Ah, maybe he was trying to forget something,” Steve
said. “But they ought to send him to jail. It’s murder,
pure and simple. Just like he had a gun aimed down that
road.”

“My dad,” Henry said, “he’d be alive, too. Only this
doctor didn’t catch the cancer early enough. He thought
it was gall bladder or something. Guys like that,” he
said, then stopped, not knowing what else to say.
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CHAPTER 3

“I told you,” the blonde woman said, “] told yom
before you started. I'm having this dinner party fo-
morrow night. You promised me before you started that
you’d have the fireplace finished before then.”

“Lady,” Steve said, “I said I'd try.” He spoke sofdy
and shyly. He was almost like a boy. “But 1 jast domt
think I can—"

“It was part of the agreement,” the woman sad. “IC’s
my husband’s boss, at the hospital. We're having him and
some others in to dinner. And the fireplace bas o be
finished.”

“See,” Steve said, “that facing that I took off. 1 thought
there was solid brick behind it. But I’ had to spend a day
filling in there. I don’t make any money the way "

“] can’t give you any more moncy. We agroed oa a

. ”»

price.

“Sure,” Steve said. “I know that. But, look—"

“You have to finish, that’s all.” She turned and west
out, through the dining room and into the kischem. (4
was getting late by then, almost five o'clock. And kalf
the mortar remained empty of slate.

Steve looked up at the blank, dry, gray mortar, above
him. “Jeez,” he said. “I don’t think I can do it.” He had
set two of the woman’s lamps on the floor and taken off
the shades, so he could see to do his work. Skadows
slanted up his blackened face. The light twcw am
enormous shadow of him up against the white ccillimg. He
looked like a demon, newly created.

“Kid,” he said.
“Yeah,” Henry said.

11

FURTIRPTIp

etinib A H DR A, W A B WK

i e o




“1i?1] maybe: take: us until ten, twelve o’dock tonight.
Yo think:you can make it?”

“fl gnews,” Henry said. “I'Il have to call my mother.
Thst tipler her know.™

T myaie it: two: 2 hour,” Steve said.

“O; . m». Na» Tust leave it the way it is.” Henry wanted
tip s, “Farget the: money.” But he dida’t say it

“{T1) gy yow what it's worth,” Steve said. “Two a0

*‘Gnmi’mmmmﬁaﬂﬂtafnnﬂlﬁndc&aliﬂkdﬁnﬁm
“yampmean with the electric saw?”
] diidict: meam with your teeth. Now get going.”
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CHAPTER S

“ihno-epiwcotﬂnlo-g.”&cvealedwﬁ:
.fcnnc."‘lh?s:l.ﬂdsti'pmtkmpafﬁcm,”
nﬁ:m“wadni:’bnii}kgwm&ckm
'brﬁczky,{'ukdm,di&b&da&idd
iﬁpdcs_lfhnheacbdbd—dtklovpksdh:,
h wasa't a polce car, thmgh.ltnsm-cqu,
anziﬂemdtontdlﬂmppastﬂazbm,
co-if-g:a.bum,hvh?l:orﬁtﬂn-km
otﬂbm?‘Fa‘chc?Hcﬁﬁ’tkm'forih;A-d

%',”Sznsaid.“Yougtymﬂlnck over hese.
Andleﬁs;tbacktothchdfsm”

“ILady,” Heary sad. “She’s no lady.”

“No,” Heary said_ “1 dsda't.”

“Well, you better belicve & Soc Mary was hard &
nails”™
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CHAPTER 6

“There,” Steve said. He pressed the last piece of slate
into place. “You smooth off the joint, kid.” He stood
back, pressing his hands against his thighs so they
wouldn’t shake. “You can do that, can’t you?”

“Yeah,” Henry said. He had been watching all day.
He knew he could do it. He took the little finishing tool
and worked the mortar smooth in the joint.

The woman sat over on the couch and watched. She
was in a fancy robe and her hair was done up in big,
pink, plastic curlers.

“What are you doing about this mess?” she said. “I
can’t have a mess like that in here when—"

“Pll come out in the morning,” Steve said. “I’ll clean
it all up. I can’t clean up the slate tonight. It’s got to set.”

“Well, what about that black on my carpet?” the
woman said.

“It’ll come right out. With a little detergent suds.”

The woman laughed thinly. “You think so?” She got
up and went over and touched a dirty spot with her
slippered toe. “I think you’ll need a heavy cleaning
machine,” she said.

“You think so0?” Steve said.

The woman laughzd again. “I think so.”

“Well, I'll bring one out.”

“Boy,” Henry said, shaking his head.

The woman and Steve turned to look at him. His tone
of voice made them turn, he supposed. The woman
looked surprised.

“Boy,” Henry said, very politely, “you really know
how to push a guy, lady.”

15
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“What?” the woman said.

“The poor guy’s already losing money,” Henry said.
“Didn’t you know that? Because of that extra day he had
to put in?”

“Hyh,” the woman said. She turned back to Steve.
«Just make sure that carpet is spotless,” she said. “That’s
all.” Then she went out.

«Listen, kid,” Steve said, “you oughtn’t to talk to a
lady like that.”

“Lady,” Henry said flatly. “Sure, sheis.”

“She’s got this nice house,” Steve said. “I don’t blame
her.”

“I guess,” Henry said.

“Well, let’s get the barrow cleaned out,” Steve said.

«And let’s wash off the hoe and all that.”

“Sure.”

“I guess you’ll be going to school tomorrow.”

“Yeah,” Henry said.

«I couldn’t afford to pay you, anyway.”

“P'll take off,” Henry said. “My mom won’t care. And
forget about the money,” he added. He looked at Steve
for a moment. Steve didn’t say anything, but he was
gray beneath the black dye on his face. “You just look
awful tired,” Henry said. “That’s all.”

“Don’t waste any time crying over it,” Steve said. “T’ll
make it. Now, let’s clean up those tools.”

The rain had cleared away when Steve drove Henry
up to his house. A sickle moon hung over the avocado
trees, back of Henry’s house.

“Well, here you are, Henry,” Steve said. “You got
home.”

16
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«Pll see you in the morning,” Henry said. “I'll be
ready by seven.”

«] couldn’t do that,” Steve said. “I'll get it all done.”

«Well, okay,” Henry said. “But missing a day of
school wouldn’t hurt. My grades are already so bad
that—"

“It’s nice of you, kid.”

“Well,” Henry said.

“P'll look you up,” Steve said. “When I got me a
weekend job someplace.”

“Take it easy, Steve,” Henry said.

“You got the money.”

“Sure.”

“Qkay.” Steve shifted back from neutral into low. It
was an old, beat-up car. The whole body rattled with the
idling engine.

Henry got out. Then he turned back.

“Yeah?” Steve said.

“That’s a good-looking fireplace you built.” Henry
didn’t know what he had meant to say. But it wasn’t that.
What was it?

“Take it easy,” Steve said.

Henry stood in the street, in the shadow of the tall
avocados. He watched the old car turn the corner, the
yellow beam of its headlights seeming to bend against
the houses. Why did he feel so sad? Steve said he would
come get him for a weekend job sometime. And maybe
he really would. Maybe he really would. Henry looked
up at the tall trees that his dad had planted twenty-five

years ago. They looked lonely in the pale moonlight. He
crossed himself, then went into the house. He’d have to

17
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be quiet. His mother would already be asleep. He had to
take a shower, too, before he got into the clean sheets.
He probably would never get all that black mud off him.
It felt like it had soaked right into him, through the skin
and into his bones. It would never come out, all that
black mud.
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TAKE ONE SMALL
SEED

; CHAPTER 1

“He can’t be going to die,” Luz said. She sat af the
table watching her mother iron. “It’s ot fair.™

“Nothing’s fair,” her mother said. ““Was it fair for yomr
father to die?” She ironed slowly. Everything she did was
slow now. She hadn’t cried. Not where Luz could see ker.
But she did everything very slowly.

“I remember that green, striped shirnt of his™ her
mother said. “How handsome he looked in it, before the
Army took him.”




sumge”

“Eow long will he live?” Loz s2id to her mother. “The

“Efow, could he know? We dic whea it’s time. Even m
Wiktmam™

Luz went: to the refrigerator. She took out cges and
sie: thought. She: could not belicve death, for herself or
far Bier irothier Georpe. “Hail Mary,” she said to herself.
“HEaill Mary,. full of grace. Help my poor brother, dving
sofaraway,”
i Tuanito said to Luz.

“Gure"" she said. “His name was Enrique.”

Tuanito yawned. “No. Some Irish same ™

“Yaw. want me to sait these?”

“maw. You put on too much. His name was Reilly, or

“Reiily? What did he want?”

“Hyw. shiould I know? To talkk to you. That's what

“fi:was Fnrique,” Loz saxd.

“Himm,” her mother said. “A girl like you, marnymng
Hitm. You'll support him_ You should be m college- You
dixmiid be: 2 teacher; 2 girl fike you.”
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“Come m!” Juanito yelled

Ensrique, smiling, opeacd the door and stwck his head
i “Hi,” Ie sasd. “Good momieg ™

“You're wp cady,” Luz's mother saad. “ifs omly
cleven”

“Betier than you,” Luz’s mother sasd. “Aad so s Luz™

“1 heard 2bowt George,” Earique said to Laz_ “Tm on
:-ynylochﬂ,toh—lam(lefor-.”

“He doesa’'t meed your candies,” Luz’s mother saad.

L-zscqudﬂlecgodo—oaﬂac‘ “'ll go with you_

“Hey,” Juanito saad. “What abowt the sassape?””

“Cook it yowrself, Gat.”

“Yyhen is this great wedding”?™ Luz’'s mother saad

“Saturday, we thought.” Eangue sad and termed 10
her, smilang

“And George? What if he dics by Satwrday?”

“we'll wait,” Luz said, “of comrse™

“That's very big of you,” her mother saad.

Ikpioxmgﬁu,adl.ﬂogﬂdi “Martaerz
OpmmWorks™

Mmm%bymkmvbhu”

“Ir's for you,” Juanito said. “Here.” He smied He
szﬂmmamus‘m
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CHAPTER 2

“Because I was your counselor,” Mr. Sullivan said,
“I saw your test scores.” He lifted his cup to his lips.
“You make good coffee.”

“I never really thought about college,” Luz said. Mr.
Sullivan was young, not thirty, with dark hair and deep
blue eyes. He wasn’t handsome. But the eyes saw you
completely. The eyes saw into you. It made Luz shiver,
just to sit there in the kitchen with him, even though she
loved Enrique. “Besides,” she said, “there isn’t money.”

“There’s federal money,” he said. “You qualify for
that.”

“I have to live.”

“You could work. Telephone work is perfect.”

“I want to get married. You know, there’s this boy.”

“I didn’t know that,” Mr. Sullivan said. “Well, if
there’s that. But many students are married, you know.”

“I don’t think Enrique would—"

“Enrique? That’s the boy?”

“Yes. You were getting married,” she said. “How do
you like it?”

He laughed. “Oh,” he said, “that fell through. She
married someone else.”

Why did that please her, when she loved Enrique?
Luz wondered. “I'm sorry,” she said, lying.

“Don’t be.” Mr. Sullivan finished his coffee and set
his hands on the table. “I’m not. She was a nice girl. But.
You know?” He smiled. “Well,” he said, “I’d better get
along.”

“You really think I could make it?” Luz said. “In
college?”’




“You’re a bright girl. Sure you can make it, if you
want to.”

«P'It think about it,” she said. “And I'll let you know.”

I'm in the phone book.” He stood up. Then he did
something very strange. He reached over and touched
her cheek. With his fingertips. “Take care of yourself.”




CHAPTER 3

“I’d have to sit there like a dope,” Enrique said. “Like
some big dope. While you got this college degree.”

“You’re not a dope.” Luz took his hand. They sat in
his car. He had parked in an unfinished housing tract up
in the hills. The stars were thin through the ocean haze.
The hills, across the valley, were black, with little red
and green speckles of light.

“You could go into a trade.” Luz said. “You could
be a bricklayer or a plumber. They make good money.
Or a truck driver. There’s nothing wrong with that.”

“I couldn’t talk to you,” Enrique said. “You’d have
a head full of all that college stuff.”

“I’d teach you,” Luz said.

“Who wants his woman teaching him? Not me. Why
didn’t this guy leave you alone? This Sullivan jerk.”

‘“He’s trying to help me.”

“Sure,” Enrique said. “It’s not that you’re pretty or
anything. It wouldn’t be that.”

“That’s silly,” Luz said. But she felt herself blushing
in the darkness.

Enrique hit the steering wheel with his fist. “No,” he
said. “It’s either me or college.”

She slid next to him on the seat and stroked his cheek
with her fingers. WLy, he was crying, and she had
never known him to cry before. Up in the hills a hawk
screeched once, twice. The moon slid behind the mist.
“Enrique,” she said, “I love you. I won’t leave.”




CHAPTER 4

Juanito was hunched up on the couch, crying. And
Luz would have cried, too. Except that her mother sat
dry-eyed at the kitchen table. She sat there, the mother,
smoothing out the yellow telegram. “I remember,” she
said, “the year he was eight. He brought me flowers from
the hills. Little purple flowers for my birthday. I was a
young woman then.” She kept smoothing the wrinkled
yellow paper. A deep, terrible sadness moved through
Luz.

“I remember,” her mother said, “when he was inside
my body. I knew he would be a boy. I knew he would
be smart and brave.”

“Mama,” Luz said. “Let me give you a drink of some-
thing to make you feel better.”

“What will I do with the medal?” Luz’s mother said.
“What will I do with a piece of metal?”

“Oh, Mama,” Luz said. “Don’t. You only fee] worse.”

“He was going to college,” her mother said. “He was
going to be a lawyer. He was going to help people. Oh,
yes,” she said, “I remember him. His father died, and
George was the man in the house. He did what he had to
do. He worked at the market and went to school. He
gave me his money every week. And now he’s dead, my
George.”

Luz could not cry. The sorrow in her ran too deep,
deep into her body and bones. Sorrow not only for her
brother. Sorrow for her mother’s loss. Her mother had
loved him, this first son, most deeply of her children. Luz
felt sorrow for that, because her mother had lost him.
And because he was best loved, when she was not. She
was the daughter in the house. Loved, all right, but not




I

Geoty:wasdmd.Nevetwonld,Shesechhnagain.Ncm s
would she touch his hand, or hear him laugh.
“Whydidn’tlwri’te:hﬁnmore?”hcrnmthusail g
“Because I was ashamed. Because my writing wasn't so
good.”
“Helmedymxrletters,Mama.wamtcasmudlas
you could.” i
“No,” her mother said, shaking her head. “No. I was ’

ironing other peopic’s clothes, so I couldn’t write my own
son. That's why.”

“He loved you, Mama,” Luz said. “He loved you more
than anything. More than Susan.”
another boy. She’ll wait awhile, but then she find her-
selfanotherboy.Andwhynot?Thcdeadm'edcad_’”

Theysatsilentthenmthedaﬂ:eninghaxscltwas
evening. Outside, a bus roared, changing gears. The
mfﬂgratorpetked.awayinthekitchen.Abcmdamked,
somewhere in the house. The knock at the door was
sudden and loud.

Luz rose and went to the door.

“Who is it?” her mother asked.

“A mailman,” Luz said.

“And what does he want?”

Imsignedforthe:speci‘aldeliveryleﬂcnﬁnemlhc
pame on the return address. It was George’s name but
But when she took the letter, it was. She carried it to her
mother, not wanting to. How much could her mother
stand? She handed her mother the letter and sank back
on her chair.

»
*
i
%
¢
)
i
i
r
¥
}
¢
i
i
3
.
%

o




e N

Her mother took the envelope and stared at it for a
moment. “My glasses,” she said. “Juan.” It was the first
time she had called him that. Juan, instead of Juanito.
John, instead of Johnny. “Juan, bring me my glasses.”

Juan rose from the couch and brought the glasses
from the end table. The mother put them on, slowly,
staring at the envelope. Then she slit the envelope with
one long fingernail. She took out the thin, single sheet
of paper and unfolded it. Luz stared at her. She couldn’t
take her eyes away.

“A nurse is writing for him,” she said. She looked up
at Luz, blindly. :

«What does he say?” Luz whispered.

Her mother shook her head. “He says . . .’ She
stopped, pursing her lips. Her face worked. “He says
that he’s getting better. He says not to worry, that he’s 5 &
getting better.” ‘

10
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CHAPTER 5§

Books lay all around them, books and papers. On the
desk sat an unwashed cup and saucer and two dirty
glasses. “It’s a mess,” Mr. Sullivan said. “1 wasn’t expect-

ing visitors.”
“Can a girl be a lawyer?” Luz said. “A girl like me?”
“I suppose. But why not teach?”
“No. It has to be law.”

“Try college for a year or two. Then make up your
mind.”

“My mind’s made up.”

“Well, the first thing is getting your application in.
That's first. Then we apply for the federal money.” He
looked carefully at her. “You’re all right?” he said.

“Sure. I'm all right.”

“When will the funeral be?”

“Next week. They fly the bodies now. It’s a small war.”

“T wish I could—"

“It’s all right,” Luz said. “It’s my mother who worries
me.”

“It takes time. She’ll be all right.”

“Yes. There’s something else,” Luz said.

He looked at her with those deep eyes. “What?”

«I want to know. I don’t know, but I want to know.”

“What?”

“Why I came here. Instead of going to Enrique.”

His smile was sad. “I knew that a long time ago,” he
said. “A long time ago.”




CHAPTER 6

Down the long, straight streets of Los Angeles, a man
turned to look at the funeral car. Then a woman did the
same. Juan sat very straight and solemn in his black suit,
his new shoes. The mother was white and tired under her
veil. Quietly they traveled down the long, long streets in
the bright, hot sunlight.

“T wish,” Luz whispered.
“Yes,” her mother said. “But that does no good.”

The hearse and two cars moved smoothly through a
red light. “There aren’t many people,” Juan said.

“Enough people,” the mother said. “All the people I
want.”

Down the long, long streets, past stores and service
stations, past houses and parks. Down the long, long
streets. All the cars made way for death.

The cemetery was lovely, the trees dropping hard
shadows, the grass stretching green, the long rows of
simple stones. The guard of soldiers, holding their rifles,
looked young, as young as George. The coffin lay heavy
and silent under the flag. Luz stood dumb, not able to
cry. The chaplain finished what he was saying. The guard
raised their rifles. Luz jerked when the six rifles barked
against the flat, hot sky. Little tufts of smoke drifted
away against the green of the trees. It was over. It was
over now.

12
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CHAPTER 7

“But I'm not a man,” Juan said to her. The mother
had gone to the store. Juan was still dressed in his fumeral

s o, ko e e s &

suit. “She thinks 'm a man,” Juan said. “But F'm mot. ;

He put his hands to his face. “He was bigger than 1 am.”

he said. “He was smarter.”

‘ “He was older,” Luz said. “You'll get big. And smart™
Juan shook his head. “No,” he said. “I can't be like }
him.” He touched the folded flag his mother had kcft om ¢
the table. “I can’t be like him,” he said. {

“Until you get big,” Luz said, “I'll do his part.™ i

Juan looked at her and smiled faintly. “My sister.”

he said. :

Luz smiled, too. “Yes,” she said. ;
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CEAPTER &

puffed’ nervously at 2 cagarette. . “It would have beea

“Dam’t: talk about it,” Luz sad

“All [ave lefris talk.™

“You have me,” she said, “if you want me.”

“You say that.”

“I'meanit. You have me.”

He: flipped. the: cigarette off into the gutter. “Ah, no,”
e said. “T couldn’t be less than my woman. 1 couldn’t
din that. You. wouldn’t want me for long.”

“Enrique,” she said, “I swear to you. I would be your
wift: forever: I would be a good wife.”

Hi= smiled. “You would be,” be said. “I know that
But you know?”

“What?”

“I'mr not. for you. I'm not i your class,” he sad.
“That's. whut. It’s hard to say. But last night— He

“What?”

“*Oh; last night I couldn’t sleep. 1 1aid there in my bed,
thinking: I thought about 2 year from now. I thought
about: five: years: from now. And I knew I wasn’t the night
guw. Ji:was hard to think to myself. But I knew it.”

“Youare,” she said.

“That Sullivan guy,” he said.

“Diy yoax [ove lim”™

“IF [ d,” she said, “I don’t know i.”
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CHAPTER 9

“Doa’t do &t for me,” her mother saad. “1 dade™t ask
you 10 do 2my of i Her mother Jooked cid. She sat

“I'm domg it for myscl.” Luz saad.
will grt Esrigue back. One phone call ™~

“He's a good boy,” her mother sasd. “Oh, 1 said e
was 2 bum_ Bet he’s polite. And be’s kind ™

“Yes,” Luz saad, “but s 100 Iate.™

“No.” her mother said, “mot if you want hims ™

“Drink yowr coffee, Mama ™

“S0 you're ondering me asound?” Her mother smided
a small smile_“You're the womas now,, ase you”~

Luz blwshed_ “No_” she saad. “No.™
“Tr's your life,” she sasd_“To be what you wast Eagteea.
and cverythiang s possiblc. I remsemsber.™

“Drink your cofice, Mama ™ Luz saxd. “And we'l go
10 Mass™

“Maes ™ her mother said flady. “Mass™
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CHAPTER 10

Rain fell on the city, the first rain of October. Leaves
gusted across the square. “I don’t like Olvera Street,”
Luz said. “It’s hokey.”

“It’s a little hokey,” Mr. Sullivan said, “but the food’s
good up at this one restaurant.”

Luz huddled into her raincoat. “Lock your car,” she
said.

“Oh, it'll be all right. There’s nothing in it.”

“Somebody could steal it.”

“They can get in, if they want to.”

They walked across the square, across the old paving,
slick with rain. The wet wind beat into their faces. “How’s
school?” he said.

“All right. The biology is hard. But I'm doing all right.
How’s your work on the doctorate?”

“P’ll be finished up in the spring,” he said.
“Then what?”

“I have a friend back east. In a small college. He’s
head of the department. He wants me to come there.”

“East?”

“Missouri,” he said.

“That’s a long way off.”

“Yes, itis. It'’s a long way.”

They walked in silence through the chill rain.
“What do you hear from Enrique?” he said.

“He’s at Pendleton. He'll go to Vietnam, when he
finishes training.”

“War,” he said. “Wars just keep happening, don’t
they?”

17




“Yes;” she said.

‘“Have you ever been east?”

“No. To Las Vegas once, if that’s east.”

He laughed. “No,” he said. “But Missouri.”

“No,” she said. “I've never been there.”

“It’s beautiful,” he said. “Wooded hills and streams.
You'd like it.” He stopped at the door of the restaurant
and looked into her eyes. “Do you think you’d like it?”

She smiled. “I don’t know,” she said. “Do you?”
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CHAPTER 11

One week to Christmas. She and Enrique were shop-
ping, on Lake Street, in Pasadena. Christmas trees de-
corated with giant toys lined the center of the street. A
Salvation Army girl rang her bell in front of a store. The
air was warm. The sunlight slanted pale and clear from
above the mountains.

«You aren’t wearing yo - uniform.” Luz looked
Enrique over. He wore a dark blue suit and a striped tie.

“People don’t wear their uniforms on leave much,”
Enrique said.

“You look all different.”

Enrique passed his hand across his short hair.

“Not just the hair,” Luz said. “You look different. I
don’t know.”

They walked up the steps of Bullock’s department
store. “I didn’t tell you,” Enrique said.

“Tell me what?”

“That they want to give me officer’s training.”

Luz beamed. “Is that right?” she said. “How come?”’

“My test scores,” he said. “They said they were very
high. Imagine that? Me with high test scores?” He
stopped and looked away from her. “You know, they
said I should have gone to college.”

He turned and looked in her eyes. He took her hand
in his. “And you know something else? I’m going, when
I get out.”

Luz knew what he was trying to say. He was good
enough for her. He was equal to her. He was trying to
say something like that. He had been all the time, of
course. But he knew it, now. Warmth spread through

19
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her, tenderness. She squeezed his hand. “I’'m so proud
of you.”

He smiled, like a little boy. He looked away. “Would
you wait for me?” he said. “Just wait?”

Luz reached upward and kissed him on the cheek.
“We’ll see. There’s lots of time.”

“Oh, sure,” he said. But his eyes were sad and distant.
“Hey,” he said, “what do you want for Christmas? I'm
loaded with money.”

20




CHAPIER 12
Luz and her mother worked in the backyard, turing

the soil in the garden. The apricot tree, now in February,
was in first bloom. The new grass was tender under Luz’s !
bare fect.

Luz’s mother stopped to wipe sweat from her face.
She looked up into the branches of the tree. “Spring

“Yes,” Luz said. The tree was George’s: Their father
had planted it for George, twenty years ago. “You miss
him, don’t you?” Luz said.

“I always will.” The mother’s face was thin, her arms
slack. Her hair had grayed in the six months. “Every day,
I remember him,” she said. “I always will.” She looked |
at Luz, then back at the tree. “He climbed there, on that 1 d
branch. And that one.” 1

“I can’t eat the fruit this year,” her mother said. “Not
this year. Maybe next.”

“He’d want you to be happy,” Luz said.

“Oh, yes.” Her mother dug her spade into the earth. '
“You,” she said. “What are you going to do?” :

“Me? What I'm doing. School. Work.™

“And this Sullivan? Jim, you call him now. What
about him?”

Lz flushed. “I see him,” she said. “That’s all.”

Luz couldn’t lie. Why should she Lie? “He wants me ,
to go with him to Missouri, in the fall.” ]

“Does he?” The mother’s spade chunked into the i
earth again. “And what do you want?”

i
}i
|
|
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“To do what I’'m doing. Go to school. Go to work.”
“You’re not a girl, not any more.”
“I’'m only nineteen,” Luz said.

“Age doesn’t matter.” Her mother straightened up
from the spade. She held a hand flat against the small of
her back. “A woman is someone who knows who she is.”

“You think 1 do?”

“Yes. So what do you want?”

“What I said.”

“Then there’s Enrique.”

“Yes.”

“In officer’s school. Is that right?”

“Yes, Mama. I told you that.”

“You told me. I can still ask. Can’t I?”

“Yes, Mama. Yes, you can.”

“So he’s in officer’s school. And what does he want?”

“I don’t know.”

“You know.”

‘“He’d marry me. He said so at Christmas. Yes.”

“We need bone meal,” the mother said, “but it costs
too much. At my age, I should have money to pay for
things.”

“We’ll have money, Mama.”

“When I'm dead. So go to Missouri.”

‘“He’s not a Catholic, Mama. You know that.”

“Do you care?”

“I don’t know.”

“You love a man, you let the church take care of
itself.”

22
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“You don’t believe that, Mama.”
; “Don’t 17’ The mother stooped to pick up a rock from !
f the dirt.“Sce that? That's been there a million years. !
' Waiting for me to break my back picking it up.” i
‘ Luz laughed. |
“It’s funny, is it?” The mother smiled faintly. “So
marry Enrique, then.”
“Did you buy the seed?”
“Yes. Ten packages. In the garage.”
“That’s good.” 4
“So dig,” her mother said. “And we’ll have tomatoes
this summer.”




CHAPTER 13

His hand was on her bare arm. April sun flowed
across the sand, the water. A sail tilted against the blue,
far out.

“I read your letter,” Jim said.

“But you didn’t believe it.”” Luz closed her eyes and
lay flat on the blanket.

“ believe it,” he said. “Why shouldn’t I?”

“Last night you said—"

“Oh, sure,” he said. “Last night.  hoped you’d change
your mind. That’s all. A man has a right to hope, doesn’t
he?”

“It’s not only her,” Luz said. “It’s Johnny. He needs
me. You know, her mind wanders. She doesn’t take care
of him.”

“ can’t argue with you. How can I argue with you?”

“Did I ask you to argue?”’

He laughed a little bitter laugh. “I think you’d like me
to. But I can’t. They need you. That’s clear.”

“You could stay here and teach.”

“High school? I'm sick of high school.”

“Besides, 1’m too young.”

“You’re a woman,;’ Jim said.

Luz sat up. “People keep saying that. They keep
telling me I'i.x a woman. And you know how I feel inside?
I feel like a littic girl. Just like a little girl. I'm confused.”
Anger spurted up in her, anger and sorrow and fear.
“Everything anybody wants, I could have,” she wailed.
«“And mc, I can’t—" She was crying, suddenly. She put
her hands to her face.
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Jim laid his cheek against her shoulder. “Doat” e
whispered.

“Why not?” she said. “Why shouldn’t 17 Nobody saw
me cry when George died. Did they?”

“Not that I know of.”

“And nobody’s seen me cry since. If’s my tum, mat
it?”

“Yes,” he said. “Luz.” He turned her toward bama. Hs
lips were warm on hers. The light surf splashed cm the
hard sand at the water’s edge. A sandpiper, down the
beach, piped hi- high call. “You love me,” he whispered.
“You know youdo.”

And it was true. She knew that when he left she weould
be lost. She knew that. But there was Juan. There was
her mother. It was April. Two months and he'd be gome.
The sandpiper spread his short wings and sailed dowm
the cool sand.

“If I were a bird,” she said softly.

“Then what?”

“I’d fly where Iliked.”

“Where would you like to fly?”

“Oh,” she said. “I don’t know. To the woods. To the
hills.”

“To a place like Missouri.”

“Yes.” She looked at him and smiled. “That’s where
Idfly.”
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The: vine: bent: low with the weight of tomatoes, green
fiomm: the: vine. “You wait. You work and you wait. Then,
iff you're: Iucky.”

“We were: Iucky this year,” Luz said. She picked

“Yes”

“And he'sin Viemam.”™

“fesz” She tumed away from her mother, to another
vire, e could never tell her. Enrique’s father had called
alil since: George's death. She was old at forty-five. Luz
was afraid to tell her about Ennique.

“I' was wrong: about him,” her mother said. “He’s a
gnod. boy. When he comes back—"

“Well have to give tomatoes away,” Luz sad. Was
Hervoice thick with the te2rs she held back?

“Weli sell them,” her mother said. “Give them away!™

“Whao'll buy them?”

“Anyane wants ripe tomatoes off the vine. Theyre
sweet,. like fruit. Not like those in the store, that they
pick green.”

“Mother?” Luzsaid.

“Tiim fiere,” her mother said. “T've been here all the
“Could you live im Missouri?™
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“Axnd be soemrers motesin-iae” § hme my houss:,
Tighe e T Rzoc: oew frende ™

“Be's 25kef von aeam fos el

“He's 2 Tand Dow_” e e seid Bt mee. T conddin’t

Izz per e Yaud ox fer mottters shonlder. “Not:
i vou”~ she sant T cowikfint ™

~You == wenme.” e moter sal . ¥ can @iz care of
vk and Jeam Yo' wmwe. Bar wio o I o say?
You=zwomas sow.”
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CHAPTER 15

“There’s only the ltthe bowse.™ the brwyer saad. “That's
all. T have 10 scil & for vou. To pay the fumeral expeases.
Therz 1 be several thowsand doliars Jeft ™

“No,” Luz sasd_ “1 woa't scll £~

=T pay for & owt of my salary.”

~That will take you 2 Jomg—"

~IH do 2~ Luz saad “Asd TN pay vou, 100. Tes
doltars a month ™

“That will be @l ngat.” the awyer saad He was am
older mam_gray and pawachy. He smiled at her. “Youw'se
abrave g™

“I'm a woman.” Luz sasd. “I kave 10 be sow. It cost
me alotto leam that I have tobe.™

~You'll do all right,” the wver said. “Wek, TE be
settine along. TN grt the title 1o the howse fived wp. You'll

“{ won't marry notid Juzm s on bis osx. Mavbe sot

~You're 00 pretty mot to maryy.” The Ewyer sook s
hat and went 10 the door. “If voa meed zmyihane ™ e saad.

“That's right Yoa szt call™
Backvard the apricot tree was bare with wimter. Chall
hght washed from a gray sky. Everything was dead.
George was gone and Eprigue. And sow her motfeer.
who had not wassed to ve. A month mow_ siace se dicd
A month i the dead carth of the cemctery. Laz weat 10
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the table and picked up Jim’s letter.

—and so I'm married now. I shouldn’t say
it, I suppose. But I wish it were You, Luz. Goodbye.

Luz dropped the letter to the table. “Juan,” she called.

Juan stuck his head out the bedroom door. “Yeah?”
he said.

“We have to go shopping,” she said. “You need a new
coat.”

“My old one is all right.”

“No.”

Juan shrugged. “Okay,” he said. “It’s your money.”

“Comb your hair,” she said. She laughed. “You look
like a walking bird’s nest.”

“All right,” he said, laughing.

Luz slipped into her own coat. It was two months
until spring. But she thought she’d stop by the hardware
store and buy some seed. They’d want tomatoes this
summer. And chard and other things. She would have a
big garden. You take one small seed and make a summer.
She would be all right. Everything was dead now. But
summer would come again.
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THE LONG HAUL

CHAPTER 1

“You gonna light that thing right here?” James said.
They were sitting in Porter’s new convertible.

Porter grinned at him. “Why not, man? It’s only a
little old cocktail. Six, eight puffs, it'’s gone.”

“Fuzz come in and out of this drive-in all the time,”
James said. “You got any more pot on you?”

“No, man. I got to pick up a load tonight.”

“You get busted,” James said, “if you want to. But
you leave me out of it.”
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“They ain’t gonna bust you,” Porter said. “How they
gonna do that? You ain’t the one with the pot. It’s me.”
He lit the twisted end of the cocktail — marijuana tamped
into the hollowed-out end of a regular cigareite. The
heavy, sweet, oily odor floated out around James. “And
they ain’t even gonna bust me. *Cause I ain’t gonna get
caught. You know?”

“Just for sittin’ here,” James said. “They could get me
for that. Up to three years.”

“Naw, man.”
“I read it,” James said. “In the Times. Yes, sir.”
“That ain’t right,” Porter said. “It ain’t right to bust a

man for sittin’.

“What’s right and what is, they’re not always the
same,” James said. “Well, I got to get to wor J?

“you're chicken,” Porter said. “Runnin’ out ’cause of
a little old one inch of pot.”

“Man, I got a job.”

“Some job. Wipin® off windshields for folks got cars.
And you ain’t even got one.”

“T’ll get one,” James said. “I’m savin’.”

“How long? How long before you have that car? I'll
tell you. Five years, that’s how long. Then you maybe

‘can get a beat-up old secondhand job. Maybe.”

“It won’t take that long,” James said.

“Inside of six months,” Porter said, “you could have
somethin’ like this little old sweet baby.” He stroked the
steering wheel of the new convertible. “It’s my sweet
little baby.”

“You get busted just once,” James said. “And it’s
gone. How much you make doin’ time?”
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“They ain’t got me, man. They ain’t gonna get me.”

“I hope not,” James said. “For your sake and Mom-
ma’s, too. You kill Momma if you let them bust you.”

“She had her times,” Porter said. “Maybe you don’t
remember. But I do. Oh, she had some big times for
herself, Momma did. I can tell you that.”

“That was over with a long time ago,” James said.

Porter sucked in smoke from the cigarette. He drew
in deep, then sucked in air between his teeth in quick,
gasping draws. “Man, that’s good,” he said. “That’s
good.” Music poured out the drive-in’s loudspeakers.

That was when Laura drove up, in the next stall. She
had her father’s new car. She leaned out the window,
smiling at Porter.

“You’re a bad, bad boy,” she said.

Porter grinned back at her. “What you mean?” he
said. “You know I'm good.”

“Ch, 1 know you could be teaching Sunday school,”

Laura said. “You could be. It’s just the brand of cigar-
ettes you smoke. That’s all.”

Porter grinned at her. “You toc smart, baby,” be said.
He looked around behind him, nervously. “What you
know about that brand of cigarettes?”

“Mexican Delights,” Laura said. “Isn’t that what they
call them?”

“Come on over and have a beer,” Porter said. “Little
brother, he’s got to go wipe windshields.”

“Hello there, James,” Laura said. “How’s business
down at the station?”” She got out of her father’s new
car and came over.

“Get in here,” James said. “I have to go.”
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“P’ll take you down there,” Porter told him. “It ain’t
only six blocks.”

“Naw, man,” James said. “T’ll walk.”

“T forgot what it’s like to walk,” Porter said to Laura.
“Ain’t you?”

She laughed. “Take it easy, Jaraes,” she said.

James went off across the driveway, hating to go. He
hated to leave Laura, even when she gave him a hard
time. It made him sick, sick inside, to watch Porter with
a girl like that. Porter, he had his way with them. And
it made James sick, watching Porter twist them around.
Laura, she’d be in college in the fall. She was smart,
straight A’s all the way through school. And a doctor for
_ a daddy, to pay her way. She was light, she was built,
she was smart. But not smart enough to see through
Porter. Oh, it made James sick to watch Porter with
Laura. Him and his new car. Him and his pot, strutting
around like some rooster with shiny feathers, strutting
and crowing. It made James sick, even if Porter was
his brother. Or his half brother, anyway. Peddling pot
around the high school. Running numbers. Worrying
Momma to death. Was Porter hustling junk? Not yet,
maybe, but he would be.

He walked fast the six blocks to the station. He ducked
into the back, changed into his uniform, and got back to
the office three minutes before seven.

“There you are,” Mr. Wilbur said. “How you doin’,
this evenin’?”

“Fine,” James said.

«Cash is all added up,” Mr. Wilbur said. “Here’s the

list. That Kramer woman is bringin’ her Buick over for
a lube and change. About seven-thirty.”
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“All right,” James said.

“T got to get on home,” Mr. Wilbur said. He sighed.
“A man my age shouldn’t work so hard. I'l! die,” he said.
“Right out there on one of them islands. I'll just keel
over and die. That’s what’ll happen to me.”

“You got a long time,” James said.

“T got to get home,” Mr. Wilbur said. “Old iady called.
Said she’s got me pork chops. When she knows I don’t
like pork.”

“I’ll clean out that storage room,” James said.

“Oh, one other thing.” Mr. Wilbur stopped halfway
out the office door. He wasn’t looking at James.

“What’s that?”

“T got this nephew,” Mr. Wilbur said. “Comin’ up
from down hcme. You know, Missour:?”

James knew before he said it. He knew what he was
going to say. It made his stomach tighten up. It made
him tense up in his throat. He knew what Porter would
say.

“Well, he needs a job bad,” Mr. Wilbur said. He stared
off at the lights of the city, above the buildings across the
street. “That’ll be in two weeks,” he said. “So,” he said.

“So you got to let me go,” James said.

“That’s about it.” Mr. Wilbur shuffled his feet. “Not
that you ain’t done a just first-rate job, James. It ain’t
that. It’s just that this boy, he’s my wife’s nephew. He’s
got to have somethin’ to do. It’s a family thing.”

“Sure,” James said.

“P’ll ask around,” Mr. Wilbur said. “I heard old
Tomey, over around the freeway, he needs a boy.”

“That’s all right, Mr. Wilbur,” James said. “It’s one
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of those things.”

“That’s what it is,” Mr. Wilbur said. “One of those
things. That’s right. Well, I got to go eat them pork chops.
You take it easy, James.”
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CHAPTER 2

Laura slid into the place next to James on the lunch-
room bench. He nodded and chewed his salami sandwich.
He wished she hadn’t caught him with nis mouth full like
that. It seemed like whenever he saw Laura, he had his
mouth full, or his shirt dirty, with grease or something.

“Hi,” she said.

James nodded again.

“I heard you lost your job.”

“What?” It was very noisy, noisy and hot.

“I heard you lost your job.”

James swallowed. “Who told you that?”

“Porter told me. He said the old man just fired you.”
“It wasn’t like that. He had this nephew.”

“Is that what he told you?”

“Sure,” James said. “Isn’t that right?”’

“Porter says the old man, he just doesn’t like colored
around,” Laura said. “That’s what Pcrter told me. Said
he told Mr. Tomey that. And Mr. Tomey told Porter.”

“Aw,” James said. “I don’t believe it. Porter’s always
shooting his mouth off.”

“He is a big talker. That’s for sure.”

“He’s all right,” James said. “He just talks too much.”
“Three more weeks. And then we’re free. Isn’t that
great? School will be out forever.”

“Great.”
“You going to college next fall?”

“Me? Me?” James laughed. “Aw, no, girl. College?”
He laughed again.

“Well, you could.”
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“Girl, 1 got no money. How could I-"

“Go to City College. Just to start. You've got brains.
My daddy, he thinks a lot of you.”

“PDoes he?”

“He sure does. Every time I even say Porter’s name,
Daddy brings you up. I get a little sick of it. But Daddy
says you're the one with brains.”

“Does he?”
“He says you shouldn’t waste them.”

“Well,” James said. It delighted him. It did. He didn’t
know Dr. Thomas ever thought about him. '

“You seen Porter?”” Laura said casually.
“Since when?”
“Since, oh, three or four days. I just haven’t seen him.”

“I don’t know,” James said. “He hasn’t been home.
Since that night I saw you at the drive-in.”

Laura sighed. “Yeah,” she said. “Well, I got to get to
class.”

“Sure,” James said. “Take care of yourself.”

Laura picked up her books. “You ought to stop by
and talk to Daddy sometime,” she said.

“He hasn’t got time for me.”

“He'd love it,” Laura said. “He really would. He just
loves to give out advice. Believe you me.”
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CHAPTER 3

“Why don’t you just move all your things on out?”
Momma said. “And get it over with?” ;
Porter laughed. “And then never hear the last of it?” ‘

; he said. “I move out, you’d never let me hear the last of
it. That’s for sure.”

“You try it,” Momma said. “Itd be better than
thinkin’ you live here, when you don’t. It would relieve
my mind, boy. It would. Just to know not to look for
; you. Where in the world have you been?”

, “Up to Frisco,” Porter said. “How you been, old
James?”

“All right,” James said. He dropped his book and
watched Porter. Porter had on a new Ivy League suit !
and new, expensive shoes.

“You still lookin’ for work?”
“Not with you,” James said.

“I guess not.” Porter took off his jacket and laid it on
a chair. He stretched. “I ain’t had no sleep in three days,”
he said, yawning. “I am beat. I mean it.”

“You sure it wasn’t Mexico?”” Moinma said. “That
sounds more likely to me.”

“You worry too much,” Porter said.

“Just you don’t bring any of that stuff around here.
That’s all. And get James and me into trouble. That’s all. :
We don’t need that.” i

Porter turned and looked at Momma, right into her
eyes. “Have I got you into any trouble?” he said. “I ask
you that. Have 1?”

“Not yet,” Momma said.

“And I won’t never,” Porter said.
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“I don’t know why you talk like you just came out of
the cotton patch,” Momma said. “When I taught you
better.”

«I talk what’s natural to me,” Porter said. “I'm just
gonna be me, you know?”

“You could be you and talk decent,” Momma said.

“Like your sweet little Straightarrow over there?”
Porter said mockingly. He nodded at James. “Who’s
supportin’ old Straightarrow?”

“Not you,” James said. “I still have money. Money I
saved up.” )

“Yeah,” Porter said. He rubbed his back. “Well, you
let me know when you run out.”

“You don’t have to worry,” Momma said. “H=’ll have
himself a job, any day now.”

“Wipin’ windshields,” Porter said. He snorted.
“Coolie work.”

“Dr. Thomas,” Momma said. “He’s going to help
James get into college this fall.”

Porter turned and looked at James, ther at Momma.
“College?” he said. “You’re puttin’ me oz.”

“No,” Momma said. “He’s going to study medicine.”

Porter laughed. “Medicine,” he said, imitating

Momma’s careful voice. “That’ll be the day. One of this
family a doctor.” He laughed.

“You watch him,” Momma said. “He’ll do it. You just
watch.”

“Hey, kid,” Porter said. He reached into his pocket
and peeled a twenty off a roll of bills. “Here. Run down
to the drugstore and get me a carton of cigarettes. And
keep the change.” He threw the bill to James. “It’ll keep
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you goin’ until your first operation.”
James caught the bill in mid-air.

“Don’t you dare,” Momma said. “He’s not your
servant. Give him that money back,” she said to James.

“Oh, Momma,” James said. “I don’t mind. 'm not
doing anything. Readin’.”

“Don’t you dare,” Momma said.

“Momma,” Porter said, “Why don’t you just unlax?
Last week God, He decided to run the world again. So

you wouldn’t have to. Ain’t that nice?”

“You keep a decent tongue in your head,” Momma
said. “Don’t you go blaspheming around my house.”

“I know you been runnin’ things for a long time,”
Porter said. “But God, He’s rested now.”

Momma walked over to him with quick, short steps.
She slapped him, hard, across the cheek.

Porter looked at her. “Don’t you do that, woman,” he
said. “Don’t no woman hit me. I don’t care whose mother
she is. You do that again and I’ll unjar you from some
teeth, you hear me?”

“And then you’ll have me to take on,” James said.

Porter turned and looked at him. “Yeah,” he said. “I
guess I would, at that. But you and me, we don’t want
to fight over no woman. Do we?”

Mamma looked from Porter to James and back to
Porter. “Oh, you’re smart,” she said, “dividing up this
house like that. Or trying to.”

Porter laughed. “I just want some sleep,” he said.
“Man, I am tired. Them back roads down in—" He
caught himself and grinned again. “Anyway,” he said,
“I'm tired.”
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“The back roads down in Mexico,” Momma said.
“You could finish it up. We know. Now you’re hauling
it in for them. And hustling it. What else do you do
for Landry and those others? Those cheap crooks and
hustlers?”

“You stay off of Landry,” Porter said. “He’s all right.
And there’s nothin’ cheap about him. I can tell you that.”
He pulled a big roll of bills out of the pocket of his new
suit. “See that?”

“I see it,” Momma said. “It looks like dirt to me. It
looks like filth.”

“Then don’t spend none of it,” Porter said. “Now let
me get some sleep.”
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CHAPTER 4

School was out. James had his diploma. But that was
all he had. He couldn’t find a job. He spent four weeks
walking the streets. Four weeks, all day long. And there
was nothing. Now, on a Friday at the end of the fourth
week, he left the house and walked toward the drive-in.
He was tired of reading. He was registered for college
in the fall, thanks to Dr. Thomas. But that seemed for-
ever, September did. Besides, he couldn’t go to college
if he didn’t find work. He thought he’d just go up to the
drive-in and hang around, spend one or two of his last
twenty dollars.

He had a coke with some of the boys, hanging around,
listening to the rock and roll. It was nothing, hanging
around like that. It was nowhere. Then Laura wheeled
into the parking area in her father’s car. She pulled up
with a swish of tires and honked, twice. She waved
James over.

“Come on,” she said. “Get in.”

He knew he was grinning all over himself, like some
little kid. But he didn’t care. He opened the door and
slid into the car.

“Hi, old James,” she said. “How’re things?”
“Rotten,” he said.

“What'’s the matter?”

“Girl, I'm still on the street, just looking.”

“Yeah,” she said. “That’s tough. You seen Porter?”

He should have known. He should have known she
didn’t want to talk to him. It was always Porter.

“Porter?” he said. “Oh, he was around the house all
day. Said he’d be by here tonight. And sure enough,”

13
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he said, “there he comes.”

Porter’s new convertible wheeled in beside them.
Porter was grinning at the wheel. James felt himself go
all slack and dry inside. He was miserable. Always
Porter.

“Hey, cats,” Porter said. “What’s the deal?”

“There’s my man,” Laura said. “Where have you
been?”

“Oh, around,” Porter said. “Doing very important
things.” He looked a little wild, like he was turned on.

“Come on over,” Laura called.

“Oh, you know it,” Porter said. He got out of his car,
stopped with the door open, and looked around. Then
he reached into the back, under the seat, and came up
with a pack of “cigarettes.”

“Got to get my magic wands,” he said. He came over
and got into Laura’s car.

“You cats, you want to turn on?” he said.

“Not me,” James said.

“I wouldn’t mind,” Laura said. “I’ve never tried it.”

“About time,” Porter said, “when you got a man
hustlin’ the stuff. It looks bad, when you don’t use it.
You know what I mean? It looks downright bad.” He
handed Laura a ‘“cigarette.”

“Don’t you do that,” James said to Laura. “Girl, you
might as well rob a bank. You'll do the same kind of
time.”

“Oh, hush, boy,” Porter said. “Let the girl turn on.
She got to have some fun sometime, ain’t she? What you
want her to be, some old fuddy-duddy? Huh? That’s a
cool chick, there.” Porter laughed. “Who are you?” he
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said. “You sound like The Man’s own boy. What The
Man done for you lately? Huh? You need some money?”’
he said. ‘
“No,” James said. “I’ll make it.” X
“Take {.ty,” Porter said. “Take a hundred.” He pulled ;
out that roll he always had. !
James lcoked at the money. It made him sick to think
he could have that much, more, maybe. If only he would
work for Landry, or somebody like him.
“Naw, man,” he said. He shook his head. |
“Hey,” Porter said. “Watch it.” He flung the pack of
cigarettes out James’s side of the car. He grabbed the H
cigarette from Laura and stuffed it into his mouth. i
%. “What you doing?” Laura said. “Why are you—-"

Porter shook his head and waved wildly off to the left.
James didn’t know where the police car came from. It
was just there, suddenly. The two cops got out slowly |
and walked toward Laura’s car. One was white, one
Negro.

“Hey there, Porter,” the Negro cop said. He walked
over and leaned on top of the car, peering in. “What you
doin’, man?”

% Porter shook his head, grinning nervously. He couldn’t
i talk. His mouth was full.
i The other cop went on past th> car. He was looking

at the ground. He walked slowly, kicking papers aside,
ice cream wrappers, napkins. He walked slowly and
carefully, his eyes intent on the asphalt. Then he stopped
and picked up something and came back toward Laura’s
car. James felt his heart shrink to nothing inside him.
He felt his throat go dry. The Man, there he was. The
Man they had been telling him about all his life. The
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Man who’d hurt him, if he could. The Man who was
after him.
“What can we do for you, gentlemen?” Porter said.
He had swallowed the stuff down.
“You can just take a little ride with us,” the Negro
cop said.
“] got my own nice car over there,” Porter said. “I
wouldn’t want to put you out.”
“Let’s not kid around, Porter,” the Negro cop said.
“Come on out of there.”
“What for?”
“You know,” the cop said. “Possession. Now get out
of there. You, too,” he said to James.
“You leave the girl out of it,” Porter said.
“Why should 1? She’s here, isn’t she?” g
Laura turned and looked at James. Her lips were set '
hard together. Her hands were trembling. “QOh, Lord,”
she said. “What’s my daddy gonna say?”
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CHAPTER §

Dr. Thomas shook his head. He was a big man, solid
and big in the old wooden armchair. “A girl like you,”
he said, “in jail. And you, James.”

«Jt wasn’t Laura’s fault,” James said. “Porter brought

the stuff over.”
«“She knew the kind of man Porter was,” Dr. Thomas

said. “She knew she shouldn’t hang around with a man
like that.” He patted James’s hand. “Forgive me,” he
said, “for talking about your brother that way. But it’s
true.”

«It's terrible,” Laura said. “They treat you like
absolute dirt in here. They do.” She was crying.

“Now, listen to me,” the lawyer said, “all of you. I can
arrange bail—I'm sure of that. We’ll get a hearing in the
morning. And I'll have her out.”

“The boy, too,” Dr. Thomas said. “It wasn’t his fault.
She invited him into the car.”

“Ie'll cost you,” the lawyer said, “quite a bit.”

“He’s good for it,” Dr. Thomas said. He patted James
on the shoulder.

“They’re both seventeen,” the lawyer said. “Is that
right?”

“Yes,” Dr. Thomas said.

“Good. They’ll both go into juvenile court then. we’ll
get bail in the morning. It’s not like they knocked cver
the Bank of America.”

“Tomorrow?” Laura said. “Daddy, I don’t think I
can stand it in there all night. They treat you like you’re
nothing. 1 can’t stand it.”

“Little lady,” the lawyer said, “you better hope you
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don’t have to spend a lot of nights in some place like this.
You better pray. I'll do what I can. But I could use some
help.” He looked around at Dr. Thomas. “Let’s go,” he
said. “We have to work out the details with a bail man.”

“No, we don’t,” Dr. Thomas said. “I think I'll have
the cash.”

«Then we have to talk about that,” the lawyer said.
“There’s nothing more to do here.”

Laura stood up and put both arms around her father.
“Don’t go, Daddy,” she said. “Don’t you go away!”
James could have cried himself, just watching her.




CHAPTER 6

“And both these young people understand that they
are waiving their constitutional rights to trial by jury?”
the judge said. He was a slender man in his fifties,
wearing glasses with gold rims. His face was solemn as
he looked down at James and Laura.

“Since the court has decided that they must be tried
in this court, rather than the juvenile,” the lawyer said.
“Yes, I've talked to them. I’ve explained it all. They wish
to plead guilty because of unusual circumstances I've
explained to Your Honor. Under the strict terms of the
law, they’re guilty. But they had no intention of breaking
the law, Your Honor. As I've explained.”

“Yes, I have their stories,” the judge said. “You
understand,” he said to James and Laura, “that this is
a serious charge.” He looked at them carefully as they
nodded. “Each of you could go to a regular, adult prison
for a considerable term of years.”

They nodded. James felt himself sinking. He felt him-
self dying, right there. He wished he could be anywhere
else, out in the sunshine. Working. In school. He wished
he could be anywhere else.

“In view of your extreme youth, however,” the judge
said. “And in view of your perfect records up to this
point. In view of those things and the fact that you’re
both going to enter college in the fall, we'ii go about it
this way. I find you guilty and sentence you to six months
apiece. Is that clear? You've been found guilty of a
felony.”

They nodded.

Six months, James thought. It was forever. Six months
gone out of his life.

19
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«But we’ll suspend that sentence.” James iooked
around at the lawyer. He had known perfectly well what
“suspended” meant, before. But it wouldn’t come clear
in his head, not now. “The conviction will be on your
records forever,” the judge said. “But you will not have
to go to jail now. And you will not have probation hang-
ing over your heads. Is that clear?”

Laura and James nodded.

«] could dismiss the case,” the judge said. “Such cases
have been dismissed. But I think other young peopie
should be warned. I think they should know that trifling
with narcotics is a serious business.” He paused. “I
merely hope,” he said, “that you two will become the
kind of good citizens I think you're capable of be-
coming.” He nodded to the lawyer, then rose from the
bench.

“All right, kids,” the lawyer said. “We can go now.”

“We don’t have to go to jail?”” Laura said.

“He suspended the sentence. No. you're free. You
just have it on your record.”

“Oh, thank God,” Laura said. “QOh, thank God!”
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CHAPTER 7

“So what happened to your friend Landry?” James
said to Porter. They were separated by a thick pane of
glass, talking through mikes. “Isn’t he going to help
you?”

“He lit out,” Porter said. “They was after him.”

“Well, I'll do what I can,” James said. “And so will
Momma. I got another job.”
“Where’s that, man?”

“In another station.”

Porter snorted. “Man, that won’t buy my lawyer’s
cufflinks,” he said. “That won’t buy his matches.”

“It’s all I can do,” James said.
“You could hustle.”

“No, man,” James said. “I’ve had it with all that stuff.
I’'m in for the long haul.”

“you can be a doctor with a felony rap on you?”
“T can study for it.”
“But, man, they won’t give you no license.”

“The lawyer, he says I can petition. After a few years.
To clear my record. They do it, sometimes.”

“And what if they don’t?”
“I don’t know,” James said. “But I got to try.”

Porter locked at him for a long time. “You got guts,”
he said. “T’ll say that for you. Well,” he said, “I guess I've
had it. No money. My lawyer’s gonna bug out.”

“The court will give you a lawyer.”

“Oh, yeak, oh, yeah, man. They’ll give me some little
guy don’t know beans. That’s what they’ll give me. Oh,
I’ve had it. I know that.”
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“Pll come up with what money I can.”

“That’s good,” Porter said. He wasn’t listening. “You
seen Laura?” he said.

“Oh, around. She won’t much talk to me. I talk to her
daddy. But she just says hello, goodbye.”

“I guess it hurt her, all this.”

“Sure.”

“Man, that was the one chick I ever cared about,”
Porter said. “And she’s gone. Forever.”

“Maybe not,” James said.

“Oh, yeah,” Porter said. His eyes were far off, some
other place. “She’s gone, too,” he said. “Man,” he said,
“ just wish I could do what you’re gorina do. Even if it
don’t pay off. Man, anything’s better than jail. Anything.
Besides dyin’, maybe. Anything’s better.”

“Well, I got to go now,” James said. The guard was
coming over.

“Take it easy, man,” Porter said. “And bring me a
little money next time. For cigarettes.”

“Pll give them some out there today,” James said. “1
got that much.”

“Take it easy, man,” Porter said. His eyes were way
off someplace. James knew Porter would never cry. But
he looked awfully close to it.

“Goodbye, Porter,” he said.
“Oh, I'll see you again,” Porter said.
“Sure,” James said. “Sure you will.”

22
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CHAPTER 8

It was October, cold, in the open car in the drive-in
lot. But Laura had the top down. She was huddled up in
her coat, drinking coffee. James had his cup, too. His
fingers were warm on the cup, but his face was chilled.

“We could go inside,” he said. “It’s warm.”

“No,” she said. “It’s too noisy.” She looked into her
cup. “I can’t take all that noise,” she said. She turned
suddenly toward him and with her free hand took one
of his.

“James,” she said, “I’'m sorry about all that. Avoiding
you and all.”

“Oh,” he said.

“But I couldn’t help it. It was like when I saw you, I
was back in that jail.”

“I know,” he said.

“Oh, that jail,” she said. “That was a place, that was.
Poor Porter.”

“He can get out in two years,” James said.

“On probation,” she said. “That’s just great. Some
guy staring over your shoulder all the time.”

“It’s better than jail.”

“Anything is. Listen,” she said, squeezing his hand,
“are we going up to Fresno Friday? For the game?”

“Sure,” he said, “if you want to.”

“I do,” she said. “That’ll be fun. I’ve had it with books
for a while.”

“T like it,” he said. “It’s hard work, but I like it. Did
you ever watch mitosis?” he said.

Laura laughed. “My what?”

“When cells divide,” James said. “Girl, I look through
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that microscope and watch those little things. And 1
swear, I'm like some little kid with a new toy. It really
turns me on.”

“That’s great,” she said. “Well, college is all right.”
“You'll like it better,” he said. “Give it time.”

“I suppose,” she said. “Oh, I guess 1 will. Listen,” she
said, letting her eyes drop. “About Porter.”

“Yeah,” he said. He wanted to forget all that.

“l mean it happened,” Laura said. “And there’s
nothing 1 can do to change that. And I won’t say I didn’t
care about him. I did.”

“Sure,” James said. “I know that.”

“Not the way I care about you. You know, comfort-
able and relaxed and all?”

“Yeah.”

“But it happened,” Laura said.

“I know that,” James said.

“But it’s better with you,” Laura said. “I mean, being
your girl.”

“Don’t write Porter about it,”” James said.

“I haven’t written him.”

“TIl tell him,” James said. “I’ll take care of it.”

The police car slid up very quietly, next to them. It
was a shock. Because it was the same two cops, the two
who had arrested them last summer, along with Porter.
They both got out of the car and came over.

“We haven’t done anything,” Laura said. “Unless
drinking coffee is illegal.”

The white cop made a face. “My partner and 1,” he
said. “We just wanted to say hello.”

24




TV RE TN AT AR R AR T RE A AR " - s rARESERE

“Hello,” Laura said. “And goodbye.”

“It'll just take a minute,” the cop said. “We wanted
to tell you,” he said, “that we’re sorry you got hung with
that thing last summer.”

“It was the law,” Laura said. “We were guilty under
the law. Isn’t that the way they say it?”

“Sure,” the cop said. “But it was tough, anyway. I
mean, you were just sitting there. You know.”

“We know,” Laura said.

“Well,” the cop said. “That’s all we wanted to say.
That we’re sorry you got hung with it. And glad it didn’t
go any worse.”

“Thanks a lot,” Laura said, bitterly. She watched the
cops walk off.

“You oughtn’t to be like that,” James said. “Those
guys helped us in court. Hadn’t been for them we’'d
{ maybe have gone to jail.” i y
! “Oh, yeah,” Laura said. “l guess so. I'd just like to

forget it all.”

“Yeah,” James said. “It would be nice to just wipe it
all out.”

“I’d better get home now,” Laura said. “I have some
studying to do.”

“Me too.” James squeezed her hand. “Listen,” he
said. “It’s going to be all right.”

“What is?”

“The whole thing. I'll get through medical school.
And I’ll get my license.”

“I hope. I'll be an old lady by then.”

“Twenty-seven,” he said. “Twenty-eight.”

“That’s old,” she said, but she was smiling. “Is it?”
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she said. “Is it going to be all right?”

“If I keep working,” he said. “And if you hang
around.”

«I will,” she said. “No worry about that.”

James looked at her carefully.

“Well, I will,” she said. “I'll be around.”

“We'll see,” he said.

“‘Anyway,” she said. “The world is full of girls.”

“Not for me.”

“Do you mean that, James?”

“I mean it.”

“Well,” she said, ‘kiss me and make me feel like you
mean it. Before we go home.” They kissed. And for a
moment they held each other tight. It was a cold night.
Up through the haze the distant stars were as cold as
steel. It was a long, long haul, James thought. But he
could make it.
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TO THE TEACHER

For years many teachers have said that urban students should have
reading materials which are closer to their interests and their character-
istics. All of the reading materials in this anthology were written to meet
these needs for urban students in B10 English.

Every selection is presented either from a young person’s point of view
or with a young person’s interests firmly in mind. Moreover, all of the
selections were written by teachers or by writers well acquainted with
the interests of young people. In addition, all selections have been taught
successfully in B10 English classes and have been evaluated by consult-
ants, supervisors, and teachers and judged in tryout by a majority of
students as being readily readable, readily understandable, and highly
interesting.

As an aid to teachers, the selections have been grouped to correspond
with the Course of Study for B10 English. Also, a manual for teaching
the selections is being prepared and will be published separately. How-
ever, even with these aids and with a literature more closely related to
students’ interests and characteristics, an English class still must have an
enthusiastic teacher who will meet the varied needs of culturally various
students in a constantly new world.

ROBERT E. KELLY
Associate Superintendent
Division of Secondary Education :
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TO THE STUDENT

The stories and pieces of nonfiction in this book have been writ-
ten for city high school students. Of course, we cannot expect that
you will be highly interested in every sclection. Students differ too
much in their likes and dislikes for that to happen. But the selec-
tions in this book have been read by classes of city high school
students, and most of them have said that the stories are readable,
understandable, and interesting. Also, every selection is told from
a young adult’s point of view or is told with young adults firmly in
mind.

We hope that you will enjoy reading this book and that you will
want to talk about some of the important ideas behind the stories.
We think this is important because students who enjoy reading and
who want o talk about important ideas will become active, hopeful
citizens in an ever-changing world.
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TILL THERE WAS YOU

by KATHLEEN R. SMITH

Today I threw my radio out of the window. I just walked to the
window, opened it, and threw the radio out. We live on the third
floor, and the crash of the radio made a lot of noise.

Nobody asked me why I did it. Dad and Mom just looked at me.
My brother said, “If you didn’t want it, why didn’t you give it to me?”

It was the only radio I ever had. Mom and Dad saved a long
time to get it for me. But they didn’t ask why 1 threw it out of the
window. T think they knew.

You know how you will hear the same song over and over?
There is a song called “Till There Was You.” They played it a lot
last year when I was going with Carol. Today they played it over
and over. I don’t want to think about Carol.

Last year Carol was a new girl in school. There was a dance, and
some of the girls asked me to take Carol.

“She’s new here,” Betty said. “You’ll like her.”

Well, I took Carol. She lived in this old apartment, but she
seemed to think it was nice. So I guess she had lived in worse.

At first I didn’t think she was pretty. Only at first. She had long
black hair and those big dark eyes. She was little and thin. When
she smiled T knew she was the prettiest girl 1 had ever seen.
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Carol liked to dance. She liked jazz. She liked folk songs. She
liked all the things I liked, even baseball.

That was a great year. We rode in my old car. Once it broke
down, and we walked home. Even that was fun.

We watched TV at my house. Mom fixed things Carol liked to
eat. Onc: Mom made her a dress. They liked each other.

We talked about what we wanted to be. Carol was going to be a
nurse. I was going to be a coach. Oh, we were going places.

We saw each other every day. Once she was sick for two days.
When I saw her she said, “Is it two days or two years?”

Whenever we heard that song, Carol would sing it. She sang
fine. And she would look at me out of the corner of her eye.

Everybody called us Carol and Paul. Carol and Paul, as if it
WEre one name.

Then a man in New York died. You wouldn’t think a man none
of us knew could change things. But he did. He had been a friend
of Carol’s grandfather. He left his money to Carol’s father.

They didn’t know how much money he had left. They hoped it
would pay some bills and buy a new car.

Carol’s father was a bad luck man. He got jobs and lost them.
He would buy a car, and it would be junk. Nothing went well for
him—till he got this money. There was a lot of money, money to
buy a house, money to keep bad luck away.

When I went over there, her mother said, “Carol’s going with
us,” “Carol has to get a new dress,” or “Not today, Paul.”

They talked about buying a house. I didn’t see Carol as much.
They went driving around looking for a house. There were nice
houses near us, but they got a house way out in the valley.

“Carol,” I said, “that’s too far for my old car to go. I can't
come to see you every day.”

“It’s not that far,” she said.




In a few weeks they were gone. Her father and mother didn’t
say, “Come and see us.”

Carol said, “I’ll write.”

“Every day,” I said.

Time went by. Carol didn’t write. Every day I came home I
said to Mom, “Any mail?”

“No,” she said.

I fixed my car. I said, “I'm going to see Carol.”

Mom said, “Wait till they ask you.”

“Why wait? Carol wants to see me too,” I said.

I drove. The car worked fine. I got to Carol’s house. It was new
and big with lots of green grass. You could have put our apartment
in one little part of it. I rang the bell. Carol’s mother came.

“Oh, it’s you,” she said.
Carol came. She looked pretty. She looked like Carol.
“Hi,” she said.

They had a swimming pool. We went out and sat by it. Some
kids were there. Some had radios. Some were swimming. I sat by
Carol. She didn’t talk much. I told her about school and all the
kids. She didn’t act as if she wanted to hear about them.

Maybe her mother didn’t want me there. Did Carol?

“Carol,” I said, “why didn’t you write?”

She turned away. “I didn’t have time,” she said.

“Look, Carol, this is Paul! What’s wrong?”

She didn’t say anything. Some kid with a radio came up.
“Carol,” he said, “do you like the way they are doing this song?”

Three girls were singing “Till There Was You.” T looked at
Carol, but she looked away. Then I knew. I got up.

“T’ll be going now,” I said.
She didn’t say, “Stay.”




—

“Goodbye” was all she said.

So it was all over. A man nobody ever heard of died. And it all
ended. They got money, and money ended things for Carol and
me. I was the same, but Carol was not. I can still hear her say “Hi”
when I went to see her. Not “Hi, Paul.” Not “Has it been a whole
year?” Just “Hi.”

I was doing O.K. till I heard that song on my radio. So I threw
it out the window. I threw a whole year out the window with it.
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NEVER SAID A
MUMBLING WORD

by FRANK BONHAM

Ray loafed in his rumpled bed, pleasantly dazed with sleep.
Soon his mother would come in and say, “I’m leaving for work,
Raymond. Pile out of there.” Then he would hear her walking up
the block to catch her bus. After a while he would crawl out,
yawning, scratching, and smiling to himself.

All Saturday ahead! Great day, all day.

But suddenly his mother’s voice and that of a man struck across
his sense of well-being. The man said angrily: “Where you get the
money is your problem, Mrs. Cole. You owe for three months.
That’s ninety dollars.”

“Mr. Johnson,” said Ray’s mother, “you lied to me—don’t say
you didn’t. You told me those vitamin pills would cost four dollars
a month. And now you say thirty!”

The noise pulled the boy up out of sleep like a hooked trout.
Trouble talk. . . . Fighting it, he buried his face in the pillow; only
his hair and one ear showed. But the hard voices followed him.

“Let’s not start bad-mouthing me, Mrs. Cole,” warned the man.
“I can bad-mouth too. Unless I see some money by Monday
moring, I'll have to go to the law.”
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The screen door banged. Hard heels clacked away. An engine
started. Worry crept into Ray’s brain like a worm. The bad feeling
went all thrcugh him. He raised the torn green shade to look out.
A yellow Ford with Super D Vitamins in a green circle on the door
was pulling away.

Ray groaned and padded into the living room, wearing the
shorts he had slept in. He was fifteen, long-legged, lean and
graceful. His mother was not in sight, but he heard her singing a
hymn in the kitchen.

“They nailed Him to the tree,
But He never said a mumbling word.”

Like many women, she sang hymns when she was troubled. More
spirituals got sung that way on Orchard Street than in church.
Walking into the kitchen, Ray frowned at her. She was having a
last cup of coffee, singing and stirring. Her hat was on her head,
and her purse lay on the table.

“What’s going on?” Ray asked.

Her sad but peaceful mood broke. She sighed. “That man,” she
said. “That evil Jackson Johnson.”

“Why do you keep signing papers for things?” Ray demanded.

“I didn’t mean to buy those vitamins forever, Raymond. And he
told me they’d only cost four dollars. But the way he reads the
paper now, it comes to thirty! The poor get poorer, and the rich get
richer,” she sighed.

He trailed her into the living room. What bothered him most
was that she never fought back. They cheated her on everything
she bought. She paid all but a few dollars on something—then they
hauled it away. But, like Jesus, she never said a mumbling word.

“What’ll he do?”” Ray asked.

Mrs. Cole said: “There’s dried limas in the cupboard. Put them
on to cook real slow. Ham hock in the ice box—cook it with the
beans. —You know what he’ll do,” she said. As she passed the new
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table-top television set, bought with cash for once, she gave it a
loving touch of her fingers.

Ray looked sadly at the TV. So long ball games, he thought;
adios, Late, Late Show. Monday night, once again, he would be
the only boy on the street without a television set.

Ray ate some cold cereal. Great day, he thought gloomily. When
a horn honked before the house, he went out on the porch. An old
Buick, long and heavy as a warship, was parked there. Four boys
in it yelled at him.

“Come on, man! Junior’s got his mother’s car! We’re going
cruising.”

Ray’s best friend, Junior Collins, honked the horn and waved.
Ray put a few things in his jeans’ pockets, pulled on a tee shirt,
and ran out. He got in back with two other boys. A husky boy
with dimples, Junior smiled at Ray.

“Man, if your face was any longer,” he said, “you could sell
blues by the yard. What’s up?”

Ray told them, while Junior drove. The boys talked angrily of
things that should happen to salesmen like Jackson Johnson. Curtis
Wood said: “Why don’t we all jump him tonight? He works South
Park area all Saturday, doesn’t he?”

“Yeah, great,” Ray scoffed. “And all get booked at Juvenile
together.”

“You better get Monk Matthews to give you a reading,” Junior
said. “He’ll tell you what to do. Monk’s a hundred percent.”

Ray was not so sure about Monk, a fat mam-who passed his
time shooting pool and reading fortunes. Since there was often
fringe on his own cuff, Ray doubted whether he had any better
eye for the future than anybody else. But for a few coins on the
line he could find out. He could not just sit around waiting for
Johnson to move on his mother.




Monk was practicing pool shots in the Fifty-Fifty Snooker Parlor.
The boys held their breath as he tried a tricky three-cushion shot.
He made it and flashed a grin at them. “How you all, friends?”
he asked.

“Fine,” they said. Then Ray explained his problem.

“Hard times,” said Monk. “Why don’t you lay a dollar on the
green and let me read the future for you?”

All Ray had was sixty-five cents. Monk shook his head. “Nothing
moves but money.”

Junior and the others pooled the rest of the money, and Monk
racked the balls, placed the cue ball on the spot, and handed Ray
the special cue with Good Luck set into it in brass letters. “Now
you break the balls,” he said.

Ray chewed his lip, sawed the cue back and forth, and broke the
balls with a hard crack. They scattered around the table. One of
them dropped.

“Hoo-eee!” said Monk. “You dropped the eight-ball. That’s bad,
lad. But I like the way the seven and three lay. That’s ten, and this
is the tenth, and here’s what that means. ...”

He took Ray into a corner and whispered: “Means you got to
throw a bad scare into this dude. Scare him so he won’t bother your
mother any more. All you do is this. . ..”

Ray was excited and only a little bit scared. The plan was simple
and great, and ought to work. It was as practical as a pistol, but just
as dangerous if he got caught.

“Let me know how it works out,” Monk said, patting his arm.
“Will you bring me hard candy if it doesn’t?” Ray asked.
“I like your spirit, boy,” Monk laughed.

Junior drove Ray home, where he got one of the dozens of
vitamin jars out of the cupboard. Then they cruised the South Park
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area until, beneath a drooping pepper tree, Ray saw the yellow Ford
parked. He got out hastily.

“One-man job,” he said.

Leaning against the tree, he waited. Soon he saw Johnson walk
from one house to another and knock at the door. He was a big,
catlike man, and dressed very sharp. When the door opened, he
swept off his narrow-brimmed hat in a manner that practically made
the sale with lady customers. That hat had cost his mother ninety
dollars already.

With Johnson busy, Ray slipped behind the yellow coupe and
unscrewed the cap of the gas tank.

“Dump a jar of vitamins in his gas tank,” Monk had said. “That’ll
foul up his engine in about a block. While he’s trying to start it,
move in and say, ‘I've got enough of your pills to keep you walking
all winter, man. I'll hex you to death with them, unless you leave
my old lady alone.’ ”

Ray’s heart bumped. It was wrong—just as wrong as Johnson’s
tricks, and he could go to jail for it. But he was set on stopping
Johnson. His hands shook as he removed the lid from the jar of
vitamins. Before he got it off, he heard the soft whir of tires, and
turned his head quickly. A black and white car silently pulled up
beside him, its two aerials trembling. Two officers wearing white-
crowned caps stared out at him.

Ray choked on his fear. He hesitated. But all a boy with a
gas-tank cap in his hand needed to know about the police was that
they were bad n:ws. He dropped the cap and ran.

Plowing throvgh a dusty tangle of plants, he raced between two
houses to an alley. He looked both ways. An officer shouted. Keys
and coins jingled as he followed. Ray ducked left, sprinting between
rickety fences and back-yard gardens, and skidded into a side street.
Tires squealed. The running officer was closing in as the car passed
Rayj; it cut to the curb, stopped, and the driver jumped out.

11
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Ray halted; there was no use running. It was foolish to run in
the first place. The officers came at him warily, as though the jar of
pills he still held might be a bomb.

Monk, you old phony! he thought bitterly. Maybe you better go
out of the advice business.

One of the officers took the pills from Ray. “Looks like Red
Devils,” he said to his partner.

“No, sir!” Ray said, in alarm. “They aren’t dope. They’re just
y , y pc yre )
vitamins.”

“Oh, sure,” said the officer. “We'll put them in the squad room.
Anytime we're feeling tired, we'll drop a couple and feel great.”

At the police station, Ray sat for an hour in a small room with
lockers lining the walls. A grinning trusty brought him a coke; he
was drinking it at a metal-topped table when the officer brought a
big man in a gray suit to the room. The new man, a plainclothecsman,
wore a frown. He had heavy brows that met above his eyes. Ray
shivered. This was probably the wrecking crew, to make him talk.

“This is Sergeant Brady,” said the uniformed officer. “He’ll ask
you some questions.”

Sergeant Brady sat across from Ray and looked at him. He rattled
the pills in the jar. “So they’re only vitamins,” he said. “But putting
them in a gas tank is still against the law, brother.”

Ray tried an alibi. “I thought I knew the guy that owned the car,
Sergeant. I was just going to play a trick—"

Sergeant Brady picked up a telephone. “Send a car over,” he
growled into it. “U'm taking him to Juvenile—"
“No, wait!” Ray sighed. “I'll tell you all about it...."”

The sergeant patiently wrote it all down—about Jackson Johnson,
his miracle pills, and the thirty-a-month contract. Then he scratched
his head.
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“It's going to be hard to prove anything against him, Ray,” he
said. “Your mother shouldn’t have signed that paper. And for all
I know, you’re the one that’s lying instead of him. What did he say
the pills would do for you?”

Ray to d him some of the things Super D was supposed to deliver,
but never did. The pills would help him with his homework, his
mother’s knees wouldn’t ache when she walked, and her hair would
look like a movie star’s. Sergeant Brady drew a square on a scratch
pad, made up his mind.

“I think 1 know this guy,” he said. “He was using the name of
McCullern last year. Maybe we can bag him, if we work together,
Ray. Are you busy this afternoon?”

Ray grinned. “Got nothing but time, Sergeant.”

In a battered Volkswagen, they cruised the area around South
Park. The car was old and dirty, but under the dashboard was a
police radio: it was an unmarked police car. Ray held a small poster
covered with buttons like Red Cross pins, with the words, Support
Mental Health—Give! at the top. Each pin was lettered: I Gave.

“Get him to give you a donation,” the sergeant said. “Then pin
a button on him, and come back to the car.”

Ray was puzzled. What good was all that going to do? Suddenly
he straightened up. “There’s his car!” The Ford was parked halfway
down the block. He could see Johnson on a front porch with his
briefcase beside him. Sergeant Brady parked. Johnson left the porch
and walked to the house next door.

The sergeant slapped Ray’s knee. “Go, man! Start at this corner
and work towards him. Hit all the houses, so everything will look
right.” .

Carrying the card and a slotted can for donations, Ray knocked
at two doors. At one house he was given a dime. He and Johnson
arrived on the porch of a green house at the same time. Johnson
frowned at Ray’s poster and made a quick thumb gesture.
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“Buzz off, Buster,” he warned. “I'm working this side of the
street.”

“Me, too,” said Ray. “I’'m supposed to hit every house for a
donation, mister. How about you?” He rattled the can. “Support
Mental Health?”

The con man looked him over with distrust. “Do I know you,
boy?”* he asked.

Ray cringed a little. But he said with a broad smile: “Could be.
Got a lot of friends around here. This is a mighty good cause, mister.
I'd be much obliged for your donation.”

Inside the house, footsteps approached the door.

Johnson quickly dug into his pocket. “Reckon somebody better,”
he muttered, “cause the streets seem to be full of idiots today.”

His quarter clunked into the can just as the door opened. A tall,
thin woman with a dust rag in her hand looked out at them. Hastily,
Ray hooked the / Gave pin in the man’s lapel. Then he took off fast.

When he got back to the Volkswagen, Sergeant Brady was
listening to a transistor radio while a tape recorder spun. “Good
going!” the sergeant said. “Listen to the man rave—"

Over the radio, Jackson Johnson’s voice said, “I take a vow,
Missus Lee—your boy won’t have no more skin trouble, once he’s
on Super D. And them headaches of yours—things of the past,
madam. The doctors have put a price on my head *cause I'm running
them out of business.”

Ray heard the woman say: “How much are those pills, Mr.
Johnson? They sound real fine.”

“Four dollars a month, ma’am—nickels and dimes, a penny a
day.”

The sergeant chuckled and turned down the radio. “Smile, Mr.
Johnson,” he said. “You’re on Candid Microphone.”
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Ray stared at the tape recorder and the radio. “How do you do
that?”

“That I Gave button had a bug in it, Ray—a little radio sending
set. We're picking up Johnson’s program. We’ve been getting reports
about him for so long that I finally got permission from Judge
Connors today to use a bug on him. I'll let him hit a few more
houses before I call for a car.”

The smoggy sky was deepening into night when Ray and the
policemen left the station. In an upstairs room, Jackson Johnson,
still wearing the Mental Health button, was listening to himself on
the tape recorder, and denying all. The plainclothesman drove Ray
home. His mother came to the door, took one look at the officer,
and knew he was the law.

“Raymond, I swear to My Father—! What have you done? I take
an oath, Officer, he’s never been in trouble before.”

Ray grinned. “I’ve been playing Junior G-Man, Ma.”

The sergeant laughed. “T’ll let the boy tell you about it, Mrs. Cole.
But take my advice—call Better Business Bureau the next time you
get that paper-signing fever. Or call us.”

The beans and ham-hock were overcooked, but everything tasted
good to Ray. The great day had worn him out. His mother kept
asking how-come the police had picked him up in the first place,
but he would change the subject each time. At last Ray sat back
and patted his stomach.

“Good chow, old lady,” he said. She followed him into the
living room.
“You going out with Junior and those boys tonight?”

Ray turned the television set on, propped his feet on the table
beside it, and got comfortable. “Nope. Thought I'd see what’s on
TV, long as we still got a set. Like as not you’ll be buying a new
deep-freeze next week, and we’ll lose the thing again.”
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Mrs. Cole sat down and folded her hands in her lap. “No, I've
learned a good lesson this time, Raymond,” she said. “Never again.”

But a few minutes later, she leaned forward eagerly. A man on
the screen was standing by a sewing machine, thumping it with his
hand and talking hard.

“Turn up the sound, Raymond,” Mrs. Cole suggested. “That
machine the man’s selling looks real good.”

Ray sighed. With a shake of his head, he flipped to another
channel.
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A LIGHT IN THE WINDOW

by ROBERT J. FRANKLIN

Ernesto Rodriguez lay in his sleeping bag close to the hot wood
coals of the campfire and stared up at the stars through the tall pine
trees. No wind stirred the pine needles, and with the clear sky and
no clouds to hold in the earth’s warm air, Ernesto knew that their
mountain campsite at 8,000 feet would be covered with frost before:
morning.

“Papa, you asleep?” he said to his father who lay on the other
side of the fire.

“Yes,” his father said for a joke.

Ernesto giggled. “You talking in your sleep, Papa?”

“Only when it’s safe, way out here in the mountains,” his father
said and laughed. “One time I thought I'd play a joke on your mama.
At night, I pretended to be asleep. Then I said, ‘Oh, Juanita, you
are so beautiful. I love you. I cannot live without you. Kiss me,
again.’ ”

“Who is Juanita?” Ernesto asked.

“I don’t know,” his father said, “but your mama got no sense of
humor. Wham! She punched me in the nose. It bled all over. She’s
a wildcat, your mama, when she gets mad.” He chuckled to himself.
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They were silent a few moments. Then Mr. Rodriguez said,
“What’s on your mind, son? You want to talk?”

“Yes,” Ernesto said, but he had to think a while to get the right
words. His father waited quietly. “Papa, sometimes I worry what
I’'m going to do when I get older. When school starts in a couple of
weeks, I'm going to be in the eleventh grade. I ain’t so smart. I get
«D” in everything except autoshop and gym. I flunked English and
gotta take it over . . .” Ernesto paused a few seconds and was afraid
to say what was on his mind. Then he got up his courage, took a
deep breath, and let the words tumble out in a rush—“I don’t like
school; I want to quit and get a job.”

Mr. Rodriguez did not say anything.

Ernesto went on, “School’s just a waste of time. I don’t under-
stand the books, and when the teachers ask me questions, I don’t
know the answers. So, I make jokes and the other kids laugh, and
the teachers get mad. Maybe it’s better I quit before I get kicked
out...”

Mr. Rodriguez asked, “Do the other kids understand?”

“I guess so,” Ernesto said. «If T was smart like some of them,
I'd like some kind of important job like a doctor or lawyer or
something. Then I could get married and raise a big family and
take good care of them.” Now Ernesto sounded very worried. “How
am I gonna do anything if 'm dumb?”

Mr. Rodriguez understood. He wanted to go over and put his arms
around the boy and hug him, but Ernesto was going on sixteen and
was too big for that. It might embarrass the boy. He said gently,
«Pll tell you one thing, Ernesto. Get it out of your head that you
are dumb. Maybe you ain’t so smart in school work, but if you were
dumb, you wouldn’t think about things like being able to take care
of a family. You ain’t dumb or I wouldn’t buy you a gun and take
you hunting since you were twelve. You got good horse sense.”
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Ernesto thought about that for a while. A shooting star zipped
across the sky and disappeared. Finally he said, “How did you doit,
Papa? You never weat to school, but you married Mama and took
care of our family.” He almost said the word family with sadness
because the three younger ones were girls. “How did you do it?”
he repeated.

Ernesto’s father was not one for talking a lot, but he did think
a lot. “You see all those millions of stars?”” he began. “Each one has
its own special place in the sky. It’s like people. Each man and
woman, boy and girl has a special place. It’s like a mystery. Nobody
knows why he’s here, but it must be for some good reason. I think,
maybe, everybody wonders how he’s going to make out in the world,
and somehow everything falls into place, and he makes out okay
if he’s a good person. I used to wonder too.”

Mr. Rodriguez told has son about his life. It was the first time
he had ever told him. He told how his own mother and father
followed the crops, always working, always moving. His two
brothers and three sisters worked alongside him and his parents,
as far back as he could remember. Only once in a while did they
ever stay anywhere long enough to go to school for more than a
couple of weeks at a time. A few times they stayed in one place a
whole month. They picked cotton in the Imperial Valley, olives
and citrus fruit in the San Fernando Valley, cotton and grapes in
the San Joaquin Valley around Bakersfield and Dinuba, and then
they would travel as far north as Washington State to pick apples.

He told Ernesto how they traveled with dozens of other migrant
families. Most of the work was done stooping over to handpick
crops close to the ground. At the end of every day they were so
tired that they were ready to drop. When the harvests were good,
they ate well. When work was scarce, they sometimes went without
eating.

“When I was a young kid, I never understood how bad things
were. I wish I could have gone to school more, so I could help
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you with the books. Sometimes we’d only be enrolled one or two
days, and we’d come back to the camp, and my father would have
the old truck loaded up and toss us on top of the old mattresses,
and away we’d go without .ven a chance to say good-bye to the
teacher.”

Ernesto listened to his father with great interest. “How come
you didn’t keep following the crops?” he asked. “I think it would
be fun traveling, always going someplace new.”

Mr. Rodriguez said, “You don’t know, Son. Maybe for experience
it’s okay, but not for a lifetime. When I was seventeen my father
died from blood poisoning he got helping a farmer repair a rusty
barbed wire fence. My mother died six months later—I think from
a broken heart. She loved my father very much. Then the county
social worker came and put my brothers and sisters in a home for
orphans. I was the oldest and lied about my age—told them I was
nineteen—and joined the army because we just got into World
War I1.”

“That was too bad about your brothers and sisters,” Ernesto
said sadly.

“No,” his father said. “It was good. They got a place to sleep
and three square meals a day, and they went to school. My sisters
grew up and married nice fellows. My brother Ernesto—you are
named after him—grew old enough to leave the orphanage before
the war ended. He got killed in the Battle of the Bulge in Belgium.
My youngest brother Felipe got killed in Korea . ..”

Ernesto said, “How come you never told me these things before?”
“You never asked before,” his father answered.

“You still have not told me why you quit following the crops,”
Ernesto said.

Mr. Rodriguez thought back to the exact time he decided to
start a new life. “When I was in training, before I went overseas to
war, sometimes we took night marches through the fields and little
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towns in the South, and I'd see the lights shining through the
windows of the little houses and the families sitting together around
the dinner tables, and I used to say to myself, ‘Someday, maybe,
if I stay alive through the war, I'm going to get me a little house
with a family to sit together around the table.’” The father
explained, “In all my life, up to that time, I never lived in a house,
and all of a sudden I felt like I never belonged anywhere . . . and,
Son, I wanted to belong somewhere.”

“Why, Papa?”’ Emesto asked. “Why do you have to belong
somewhere?”

Mr. Rodriguez thought about that for a while to find the right
words. “I guess it’s a feeling people get. For a while it’s fun to
float around like a dandelion seed in the wind, but sooner or later
it gets lonely floating around alone. A fellow wants somebody to
love him, and he wants to love somebody and put down roots. It’s
human nature.”

“How did you meet Mama?” Ernesto asked.

“Oh, I used to know your Mama when our families picked crops
together. We were always good friends, but I never thought about
marrying her until I saw those families sitting together at the table.
We weren’t much good at writing, but we managed, with the help
of friends, to decide things through the mail. When I got back,
three years later, she was still waiting, so we got married.”

“Were you in love, like in the movies?”” Ernesto asked seriously.
“Ha! You are getting nosy,” his father said.
“Were you?” Ernesto insisted.

Mr. Rodriguez thought a moment. “Not like in cheap movies
where the love is not proper,” he said. “Only a fool thinks love is
like a cheap movie. Love is to be happy with someone, to want to
be with them all the time. It is the way I have always felt about
your mother, and also it is the way I feel about you and your
sisters.”
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“Papa...”
“Yes, Ernesto?”
“That is the way I feel about you, also.”

Mr. Rodriguez felt a warm glow in his heart. “I am glad, Ernesto,”
he said simply. “Now, let us sleep or we won’t be able to get up to
catch the deer early at the spring.”” He put a small log on the
glowing coals and rolled over with his back to the fire.

Emesto knew the talk was over, but he did not go to sleep right
away. It was a good talk with his father—the best talk he had ever
had. He stared up at the stars. How lucky I am, he thought, to have
such a father. I think, maybe, I will try harder not to be so dumb
in school. I think, maybe, I will not make stupid jokes with the
teachers. I think it will please Papa if I do not talk more about
quitting school. I think I will work with Papa in his landscaping
work, making things pretty with trees and flowers arud bushes and
green lawns around houses. I will be a good worker and take care
of a good wife, and I will have a son to take hunting, like Papa.
Yes, I would like to be like Papa.

The stars began to whirl in a funny way in the sky. They circled
around one star that got bigger and bigger and seemed to turn into
alighted window of a little house. And through the window Ernesto
Rodriguez could see a happy family seated around the dinner
table. He saw himself at the head of the table, and he fell asleep
with a smile.
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GIRLFRIEND

\
ﬁ by LORENZ GRAHAM

Steve didn’t have a girlfriend. He liked some of the girls but he
didn’t go steady.

Joe Jackson had a girl, Christine, and she was all right—for Joe,
that is. And Christine had friends. Christine and Joe tried to get -
Steve interested in some of them. Steve just didn’t like iliem enough.

“When 1 see one I really like,” Steve said, “I'll probably go
steady. But I'll pick her out myself. Most of these chicks don’t
; move me.”

Steve remembered one girl, but she was gone now. He would
think about her. He thought maybe he would never see another girl
like her. He wished she had not gone away.

Steve was just 15 when he met Mary Alice Williams. She was in
his English class. She was real nice. Before he really knew her, he
liked the way she walked and the way she dressed and the way she
: talked. She wasn’t fast. She was kind of cool, and she took
s everything easy. She was smart too, and Mr. Mills—that was the
3 English teacher—kind of favored her. She wasn’t the smartest girl !

in the class but she knew the answers all right, and Mr. Mills said ’
she read with expression. He called on her a lot, and when there
was something to put on the board, he would have Mary Alice
write it.
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Steve liked the way Mary Alice looked when she was writing on
the board. Her hair always looked good from the back, and with
one hand raised up, her whole body seemed to move with the hand.
It was like she was dancing. She had nice legs too. Steve wanted
to know her better.

Mary Alice didn’t seem to go with a crowd. She didn't have a
boyfriend, either.

One of the fellows that seemed to like her was Bill Gordon.
Bill’s dad had a liquor store, and Bill always had money. He was
16, and he could drive his dad’s car. All the girls liked him, or
maybe they just liked his car. Some of them would go riding with
him any time he asked them. Steve never saw Mary Alice in Bill’s
car.

One day Bill showed up at the school wearing some real sharp
slacks. They were tapered real fine. Even Steve had to admit it.
Lots of the fellows were looking at them and talking about them.
The girls, too, were saying how good they looked.

“Coursc you can’t buy them like that,” Bill said. “I got a French
tailor downtown. He’s the only one in town that can do a job like
that. He makes my dad’s clothes.”

That was on a Friday. Steve needed a new pair of slacks, but he
knew he would never be able to pay for a French tailor to make
them for him. The next morning, Saturday, Steve’s mother gave
him the Dollar Store credit card so he could buy his slacks. He
walked over to the main street and when he was almost at the
Dollar Store, he saw Mary Alice walking in front of him. Mary
Alice stopped to look in the window.

“You shopping today?” Steve asked.

“Steve,” she said, sounding real pleased. “My dad’s going to
Chicago, and I want to buy a nice sport shirt for him. Maybe you
can help me pick out something he would like.”
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Steve was willing, and together they looked at things in the
window.

“My dad always wears such plain things,” Mary Alice said. “I1
want him to have something real nice, something with nice colors
but not too loud.”

They didn’t see anything that she wanted in the window, so
Steve went into the store with her. It was fun helping her pick out
just the right thing. She did get a shirt that Steve liked. It was a kind
of blue-gray color with dark blue lines forming squares and thin
yellow lines close beside the dark blue ones. It had a good collar.
Steve liked the way it curled, and the points were not too long.
The man said it was the latest thing. When Steve said he had to
buy something too, Mary Alice smiled.

“Well, you helped me, so maybe I can help you now,” Mary
Alice said.

Steve didn’t think much of having a girl help him pick out
slacks, but he did tell her what he was looking for. She went right
along with him to the men’s department. He couldn’t tell her to
leave him.

“Id like to get something kind of tapered the way they’re
wearing them now,” he said.
“You mean like Bill Gordon’s?” she asked.

“Well, course he had those made special for him,” Steve said.
“They wouldn’t have anytiting like that here.”

“Oh, that's what Bill Gordon said,” Mary Alice said, laughing.
“You don’t believe that stuff about some French tailor, do you?”

“Well, that's what he said, and I never saw any others tapered
just like those,” Steve said.

“Why, I’ll bet his mother did that job for him,” Mary Alice said.
“They are easy to do. You could do it yourself.”

Steve had to laugh. He really thought that was funny. Mazy Alice

25




kept saying that anybody could do that. She said she could take
most any slacks and do the same thing.

“T’ll tell you what,” she said. “You get the slacks that you want
and come over to my house and I'll show you how easy it is.”

Steve really didn’t believe her, but he did get some part-Dacron
slacks that the man said were tapered. They weren’t really tapered,
but that’s what the man said they were.

Steve had never been to Mary Alice’s home. She lived on
Woodward Street, and it was a nice neighborhood. The house was
nice inside, too. Mary Alice told him that her mother was a
dressmaker and that her mother had taught her lots of things about
sewing. She made all her own clothes—or almost all of them. Steve
remembered she always looked real good in her clothes, and if
Mary Alice made them herself, then she really did know what she
was doing. Mary Alice’s mother was real nice about tapering the
slacks.

She said, “So now you are going to start taking in work. Okay,
I won’t charge you for the space. I just charge rent for equipment.”

Everybody laughed and Mary Alice went out of the room while
Steve put the slacks on. Then she came back and did something
with pins.

After Steve changed and gave her the new slacks, she ripped out
the seams and did some sewing. When she was through, she went
into the kitchen and pressed the slacks. Steve put them on again.
They really did look good. They looked just as good as Bill
Gordon’s, maybe better.

It was hard to wait until Monday when he would be showing off
his new slacks.

And when he did show up at Van Buren High, everybody did
say how cool he looked. He wore the plaid jacket with his slacks
and a fresh whice shirt.

“They call them tapers,” he said.
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Mary Alice was standing near him, but she didn’t say anything.
“Man, where did you find them?” one of the boys asked.

“Well, you just got to know where to look,” Steve said. He
didn’t want to say he picked them up at the Dollar Store. When
English class was over, some of the guys were talking about the slacks
again, and he heard Mary Alice say, “I guess Steve Merrywood
found Bill Gordon’s French tailor.”

Steve thought he had never seen a girl like Mary Alice. He
thought it would be real nice to have her as a steady. He didn’t
say anything right away.

She always rode the bus home from school, and Steve always
walked home. In the building he did talk with her, but it was always
just about little things—their class work and things like that. Each
time after he talked to her, he wished he had said something real
nice, something that would be like making some time with her. She
told him that her dad liked the shirt and that he had taken it on his
trip to Chicago. Another time she told him she was real busy
helping her mother, who had to make some dresses for a wedding.
He wanted to ask for her telephone number, but he was afraid that
he would not know what to say if he did call her.

Then one day she did not come to school.

Steve was worried. He thought she might be sick. He wished
then he had gotten her phone number. He could have called her up
to ask how she was.

He heard about it that evening at the dinner table.

«That was a real bad accident,” his mother said. “All those
people being killed.”
Steve hadn’t heard about any accident.

His mother went on, “That’s why I wouldn’t want to go flying.
If God had meant man to fly he would have given them wings.
That’s what the preacher used to say. I guess he was right. One of
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the men who was killed lived on Woodward Street. I guess maybe
he was a colored man.”

Steve jumped. He knew it was just about time for Mr. Williams
to be coming back from Chicago.

“Who was it, Mom?” he asked.
“Qh, I don’t know the name. It was in the paper.”

Steve jumped up from the table and ran over to the Jackson
house. They took the evening paper. At the Jacksons, he got the
paper and saw the headlines about the accident where 76 people
were killed. All the names were there. William J. Williams, whose
address was just about where Mary Alice lived, was at the bottom
of the list.

A little while later Steve stood on the sidewalk in front of Mary
Alice’s house. All the lights were on. Cars were out in front. People
were coming and going. Steve wanted to go in, but he did not know
what he would say. He didn’t know what to say to a girl whose
father had been ki'led.

Mary Alice did not come back to school. Steve did not see her
again. Mary Alice and her mother moved away. He heard they
moved to Chicago, where they had relatives.

Steve lost his girlfriend. He knew inside he would never know
another girl like Mary Alice.
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THE LETTER

by KATHLEEN R. SMITH

I got a letter from my brother, Al, today. It came one month
after he was killed in the war.

It was the first letter 1 ever got from Al. He wrote a lot of
letters, but this was the only one he wrote to me. The other letters
were for all of us—Mom, me, and Mike, my little brother.

When Al was at home, he was the boss. He was four years older
than 1. When I was sixteen, he was twenty. Anything I did, Al was
on my back. It was, “Jim, where did you go?” “Who were you
with?” “What did you do?”

Whatever I did, it was always wrong to Al Oh, I got into things.
There was a bad time just before Al went into the army. He didn’t
like my friends. He had a lot to say about them, none of it good.
He didn’t stop with saying things.

Al bossed all of us, even Mom. Mom was a good cook, but she
didn’t like housework. Maybe she was too tired when she got home
from work. The place would get to be a mess.

Then Al would start in.

“We are going to clean up this place. All of us. NOW. Jim,
Mike, you help.”

We all helped. Mom never seemed to mind. She smiled and said,
“T guess I have let things go.”
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When Al went into the army, they made him a boss there, too.
He was a sergeant. I guess the men liked him, even if he did boss
them. We got a lot of letters from them after Al died.

Al didn’t say much abou. the war in his letters home. Here’s
what he wrote.

Hi, Everybody,

I am fine. Hope you are too. It’s hot here and dirty.
Speaking of dirt, isn’t it about time you cleaned the place
up? Mike, I don’t like what I hear about you in school.
Jim, don’t play my records. Don’t wear my clothes. I
don’t like that kid, Bill, you’re going around with. I know
him. Who is Pete?

Well, write soon. Tell me what you are doing.

Love,
Al

You see? He was far away, across a big ocean. He was still
bossing us. Funny thing was, we’d all get to work and clean up the
house.

He never told us what he was'doing. He just wrote about us.
He wanted lots of letters. Mom wrote that she never had much to
. say. Maybe he was tired of reading the same old things. He wrote
back.

Hi, Everybody,

No, I don’t get tired of the same old things. The same
old things are what I want to hear about. You didn’t say
if you cleaned the house. Don’t get a new stove. They
can fix the old one. Sorry you have been sick. Jim, that
Pete sounds OK. Not Bill.

Love,
Al

We got the news that Al was killed over there. It didn’t seem
real to me. I was always waiting for Al to walk in. We all were
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waiting. For so long, Al had told us what to do and what not to do.
Now nobody cared.

So the house didn’t get cleaned. I ran around with the old crowd.
Who cared? Mike was getting out of line. It came to me that Al
bossed us because he cared. Al cared a lot.

Even fighting a war, Al cared about us. Now Al was gone.

Then I got the letter. Mom didn’t say a word. She just gave me
the letter and turned away. Al wrote the letter the day before he
was killed. It said:

Hi, Jim,

I want to tell you that you can play my records. You
can wear my clothes. They will fit you now. Jim, I don’t
know how to say this. I know you didn’t like it, but
somebody had to be the boss at home. When I was there,
I was the boss. Now I'm not there. Who knows what
tomorrow brings? You are the boss now, Jim. OK?

Love,
Al

Now the waiting was over. I knew what Al wanted us to do. I
knew what I had to do.

“Mom,” I said, “let’s clean this place up. Mike, where do you
think you’re going?”

“I’'m going out,” said Mike.

“No, you’re not,” I said. “You’re going to help. And after this
I want to know where you’re going and what you are doing. OK?”

They looked at me.

“OK,” said Mom.

“OK,” said Mike.

“OK, Al,” I whispered.
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THE ELECTION

by BETTE HARRELL

With his head held high, Jim walked across the Weston High
campus. Beads of sweat glistened on his forehead. His fists were
clenched into tight knots and his teeth were clamped together so
tightly that he could feel the pressure in his temples. I'm not going
to let them laugh me down, he thought.

At lunch the day before, he had made his decision. Sam, his
best friend, had sat across the lunch table from him as usual.
“There are a lot of things about this school that need changing,”
Jim had said.

“Yeah? What, man?” Sam flashed a broad grin at him.

Jim was quiet for a while. Then he said, “Well, I think the
students should have more to say about what the dress standards
should be. And, well, frankly, I think we should start trying to get
the Negro and the white kids to mix more. Have you ever noticed
that they stand together in little color groups all over the campus,
but the groups don’t mix?”

Sam nodded and sneered, “So you don’t like the way the school
is run. What are you going to do about it? What can you do about
it? You’re a Negro.”

That had seemed to end it in Sam’s mind, but not in Jim’s.
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«“Well,” Jim had spoken very slowly and thoughtfully, “if I ran
for student council—"

Sam had hooted wildly at that. “Man, you’re out of your mind!
You’ve got to be out of your mind. What makes you think that
you can do anything to change this school? You can’t make student
council. You’re never going to make student council. You’re a
Negro, man. You ain’t got a chance. They’d never vote for you.”

“How do you know that the students wouldn’t vote for a Negro?
No Negro has run for office.”

“Man, no Negro has run for office, because no Negro is dumb
enough to make a fool of himself. No one is that dumb.”

Jim hadn’t said anything back to that, but he had thought about
it all yesterday.

Now, walking to the nominations assembly, he thought back over
his past two years at Weston High. Not in all that time, not in four
semesters, had he seen one Negro serve on the student council.
For along time he had blamed it on everyone else, especially on the
white kids. They don’t want Negroes, he had thought. Even though
there were lots of white kids who not only liked him, but also were
truly his friends, he had kept thinking that they didn’t want Negroes
on the council.

But now . . . now he could see another side to the picture. Sam
and the rest of the gang were afraid to run for office. They were
afraid they’d lose because they were Negroes. But someone has to
try sometime, he thought. If no one does, then when will it start?
People will never go forward. Someone has to risk it.

Running up the steps to the auditorium, Jim was so caught up
in his thoughts that he bumped into Danny. Danny was one of the
white kids whom Jim always thought of as a friend.

“You off in outer space?” Danny grinned at him. Jim knew
Danny would help.
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“Hey, Danny,” Jim said. He felt scared, but he knew he had to
try. “I’ve decided to run for student council, and I wanted to know
if you’d nominate me today in the nominations assembly.” He tried
to look at ease.

Danny nodded. “Sure, Jim. You planning to be a big-time
politician?”

They went into the assembly together. Jim kept his fists tightly
closed, and when he saw Sam sitting with the gang in the corner of
the auditorium they liked to think was theirs, he held his head a
little higher and straighter. He tried to return Sam’s mocking grin
with a smile of self-assurance.

The president of the student body finished his explanation of the
rights and duties of the members of the student council.

“We now come to the important part of this assembly,” the
president said, “nominations for the three empty student council
seats. Are there any nominations?”

Jim looked around the room. He could see several hands raised.
The president pointed to one person who stood up and said, “I
pominate Tom Peters.” Someone seconded the nomination, and
from the front of the auditorium came Tom’s voice, “I accept.”
Several more people raised their hands and nominated people.
Then Danny raised his hand, and when the president called on him,
he nominated Jim. From somewhere in the auditorium Jim heard
a voice seconding the nomination. He looked at the president
waiting for the signal. He nervously ran his tongue over his lips,
and wiped the palms of his hands on his trousers.

“Do you accept the nomination, Jim Carlson?”

Jim stood up. He was conscious of hundreds of eyes upon him.
For a brief moment he thought he couldn’t speak, but from
somewhere deep within him he heard his voice ring out louder
than he thought possible, “I accept.”

It was over. That part was over. And it wasn’t as bad as he
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thought it would be. Now he had the worst part to look forward
to—facing Sam and the gang.

Jim sat in his next class, not hearing anything the teacher was
saying. He kept hearing Danny’s voice over and over in his mind,
“I nominate Jim Carlson.” This was the first step. He was on his
way up. He would show the rest of the guys that a Negro did have
a chance in this country to do something for it. But he knew that
in order to prove it to them, he had to win the election. And could
he? He would have to make a speech in front of the next assembly.
He remembered all the times he had stood up in front of his English
classes giving oral biography reports. He had always been nervous
and his voice had trembled. He always had felt that he had nothing
interesting or important to say. But he did have something important
to say now, and somehow he had to find the courage to stand in
front of the entire student body and tell them how he felt.

That afternoon at lunch his friends were waiting for him in their
corner of the cafeteria. Sam had a smirk on his face. Some of the
others were laughing openly.

“Well, here comes the biggest nut in the world, the guy who
thinks he can make student council.”

Jim quietly smiled. How he wished they’d let up on him.

“You really must be cr-crazy!” Sam hooted. “Are you serious
about this?”

“I'm going to try as hard as I can. Whether or not I win, Il
know, at least, that I wasn’t chicken. I wasn’t afraid I'd lose. I'l
always know one thing—I tried. I did my best.”

Sam sniffed. “Try! Why, man, when you get up in front of the
assembly no amount of trying is going to help you. They’re just
going to see you’re a Negro. Man, why don’t you quit now while
you’re ahead?”

Jim smiled sadly. “I think if I'm honest and sincere,” he said,
“they won’t see the cclor of my skin. They’ll just see me.” He hoped
he was right.
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The two weeks before elections went slowly. Jim stayed home
every night and worked on his speech. He’d think he’d have it just
right, and then he’d read it aloud. Every time he heard his speech
echoing in his ears it sounded false and phoney to him. Then he’d
tear it up and start over again. He had to sound like himself. He
didn’t want to plead for their votes. That would be the same as
losing. He didn’t want any special favors. He wanted to win because
he was Jim. Jim could be white, black, purpie, or green, but he was
still Jim.

The night before the election he couldn’t sleep. When he did
fall asleep, he dreamed he was speaking on television. He woke up
tired and nervous.

The morning at school dragged. He tried paying attention to his
teachers, but he couldn’t. He kept seeing his dream from the night
before. Finally, the assembly period arrived.

Backstage, six chairs for the candidates were lined up in a row
behind the lowered curtain. The candidates were walking up and
down the stage, reading their speeches over and over to themselves.
They shook hands and wished each other luck.

After what seemed like a long while, Jim heard the president
announce that he would present the candidates. The six scrambled
for their seats, the curtain rose, and they were facing the large
auditorium.

Jim looked over the auditorium. All he could see was a blur of
faces. He knew where the gang would be sitting. How can I talk to
them? he thought. Will they all keep quiet and listen to me?

The first speaker rose and gave his speech. Jim didn’t hear
anything he said. He kept thinking of his own speech and praying
that he wouldn’t stumble or stutter or make a fool of himself. Then
suddenly, he heard himself being introduced.

He stood up, walked slowly to the speaker’s stand, laid his
speech on it, gripped the sides of the stand tightly, and looked over
the audience.
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Tim gave his speech. He told the students why he decided to run
for office. He told them why some people thought he couldn’t make
it. He told them what he wanted to do to make the school better,
and how hard he would work to represent the whole student body.
Them he told them to vote for the best man, no matter what his
color:

He looked earnestly at the students for a moment. Then he sat
down. His face was burning, his legs trembled. He heard applause,
but he: couldn’t tell if he got more or less than the other candidates.

That: afternoon, elections were held in fifth period class. After.

marking his ballot, Jim felt a letdown. In two days the results would
beannounced. Maybe he shouldn’t have tried after all. Maybe Sam
and the others were right. Maybe a Negro didn’t have a chance
and he was just making a fool of himself. He began to regret having
rum. He: could. hear Szm’s laughter echoing in his ears.

The day of the assembly to announce the winners and swear
thenr into office came: very fast. When he woke up in the morning,
he: knew that, win or lose, he had done the right thing to keep his
self-respect.

At assembly time Jim sat in the corner of the auditorium with
the: rest of the gang. No one kidded Jim today. Everyone was
tensed. It was as if the whole gang expected Jim to lose, and they
were steeling themselves against the hurt they would all feel.

The outgoing president of the student body announced the
newly elected officers, starting with the lower grades. Jim and his
friends had never been quieter in an assembly.

Finally Jim’s time came. The president’s words seemed to come
so slowly—like cold honey from a spoon. “The. .. next. .. office
holder. . .is. .. Jim Carlson.”

For a moment not a sound came from the audience. Jim felt
fear: Would there be boos? How many would turn against him?
Therr cheers and approving whistles came from all over the
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Jim bump=d his way toward the central aisle.

“You made it, ole kid!”

“Never thought you could do it.”

“Atta boy, Jim!”

Even Sam shouted approval and pounded Jim’s back.

Jim sprinted for the stage amid the cheers. He took the steps
three at a time, shook hands with the president, and turned to the
audience.

Jim looked out at smiling faces and clapping hands. He had no
idea so many cared. He felt suddenly that it had been worth all the
doubts and the fears. It was like joining hands with all humanity.

38

T A X % 47




FLIES

by LORENZ GRAHAM

Steve didn’t like flies.

Steven Merrywood really hated flies. He would never eat food
that a fly had touched, or food that he even thought a fly had lit
on. His folks just knew he was like that. Nobody said anything
about it anymore. When he was smaller, his mother used to explain
to people who came to their house, and everybody would laugh at
him. He just didn’t care.

“Always was like that,” his mother would say. “Ever since he
was knee high, just a baby, he always hated flies. ‘Natty old fly?
That’s what he would say, real cute.”

Now Steve was too big to be cute, but he still hated flies.

He had an idea that flies were like the devil himself, or like
dying. Sometimes when he saw flies crawling around a dead animal,
a dog or a cat that had died, or sometimes a dead rat, Steve would
get sick to the stomach. He would puke. Even after he didn’t see
it anymore, he would think back on it and he would gag.

Everything said in the science books about flies and germs Steve
would remember. He would talk about these things at home. They
always had fly spray in the house because Steve, when he went to
the market for other things, would buy a can if they needed it at

39

. B 77wy YOy WUy V. CoPui S VR WS LD L Ak

A




home. Mrs. Merrywood fussed about it, but she knew it didn’t do
any good. She fussed about Steve wasting the stuff too.

“You got no cause to be spraying the stuff all outdoors,” she said.
«“you kill some around the trash and garbage, but soon’s you turn
your back there’s more of them coming. It’s not worthwhile to
waste the stuff.”

Steve tried to explain that fly spray was poison, and it left some
poison that got on the feet of the flies and killed them if they came
back and walked around in it.

Steve had never understood his father much. When Steve was
little, he thought his father was just like anybody else’s old man,
or daddy, or pa, or whatever they called him, but when he was in
fifth grade, Steve could see that his father was hard on him and
Junior, who was two years older than Steve. Sometimes Steve
and Junior talked about rununing away. Junior always said that he
would run away but that Steve shouldn’t. Neither of them ran
away. They knew that Mr. Merrywood didn’t work regularly. Most
of the time he was laid off. When he was laid off, he would be real
mean, fussing a lot when he stayed at home, and going off a lot
saying he was looking for work. He would stay away for days at a
time. And when he would come back, he would never bring any
money, but he would say he had been looking for work. Mrs.
Merrywood went out to do day work. When it was like that, Junior
or Steve had to look out for the younger girls, Mabel and later
Cutie Pie.

“Look like if the old man can’t find work,” Steve said, “least he
could do would be stay here and take care of the little folks.”

«That ain’t no work for a man,” Junior said. “He got to get
something to do like a man’s work.”

“Then it ain’t work for a boy either,” Steve said. Junior just said
that Steve didn’t understand, but Steve was not satisfied. He kept
fussing about it. And one morning when Mabel had the measles
and he had to stay home from school anc take care of her while
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his mother went out, Steve said to his mother what he had been
saying to Junior.

“Look like if Pa can’t find work, least he could do would be to
stay here and look after the little folks.”

“It’s not right for you to speak ill of your father,” Mrs. Merrywood
said. “He doing the best he can. And when he do find work, he
brings his money all home to hulp feed and take care of his family.
You got no right to speak ill of your father.”

Steve held his tongue. He didn’t speak ill of his father anymore.
But after that, he started noticing things about his father that maybe
he hadn’t seen before. One thing, Mr. Merrywood didn’t mind flies.
He fussed about the cost of fly spray and said they were wasting
money on that stuff. Steve tried to tell him, just tell him how
important it was to get rid of flies. Mr. Merrywood got angry.

“Don’t talk back to me, boy,” he said, talking real loud. “I been
living with flies all my life. They don’t kill nobody. They don’t even
bite. All you got to do is just brush them away. That’s all you got
to do. You ain’t got to spend no money trying to kill them all.”

More and more, Mr. Merrywood was away looking for work, and
by the time Steve was in high school he, Mr. Merrywood, was going
down home to the farms to work and staying for months at a time.
He would send money when he had it, and when he did send money
Mirs. Merrywood always talked about it for a long time afterward.
She still had to go to work every day almost. Steve was fifteen years
old when the telegram came saying that Mathew Merrywood was
dead. It was over a thousand miles to Oak Grove, where Mr.
Merrywood had died. Mrs. Merrywood had a five-hundred-dollar
insurance policy but it had lapsed. The insurance man said that he
could pay just about ninety dollars on the policy.

“But we got to go,” Mrs. Merrywood said. “Me and the children,
we got to go to their daddy.” Folks brought food to the house, and
they brought some money.

41

&




“We got 1o @0, somehow.” M. Marrywood Td semvbady Wi
came. Steve saw The men exiiine toosther. Soens of Them wers Femnds
of his ather. Some of them kad cars. and Seeve heffiexad or fipm=0
that they were ectitng toprther.

Tt was Mr. Jacksom who cam= 3 Mrs. Mermywood and s@d fe
would drive the family down. Do B car wzsI's In 2ond Comdron
and Mr. Mosgley had 2 bic Boack tha: They conid pse.
dead. Tt was like 2 micric. They took some of The Tond He TEmimos
had bronght 1o the homse. There wes Jos of fred cinclem, Some
sliced ham, potato salad. 2 cake. znd pres. Tiere weas S0 Tnch dhet
in the two days znd = moht Thev wes T2V TVERORE TN
stmgﬁalmvgﬁemg_hminm&lmﬁ:

“They call it Ozk Grove" Jumior sad. ~but realfy Ifs Wy QI
in the conntry.”

’swbailsayfl&r.laﬁsmgv&’:n@.%‘swﬁmﬁim@
say. We il onsht to be In fhe comery. W2d e Jos Fetier ot
These folks down in The comery.. fhey Teve 2 zood Tz, In dhe crx
we got it hard ™
there?” Jumior asked.
want mgommﬂmmy.‘&m»ﬁn&mymm&m

At%&mﬂwmmvﬁmﬁfinﬁemm_m
‘houses were small Skt and ree-down: Most of The Tolks fex saw

42




were working on shares. Many of them had the name Merrywood.
Then there were lots more named Jackson and Woods and some
other names, but there were more Merrywoods than anything else,
it looked like.

Steve could never forget the funeral. He thought about it so much
that it seemed he had always known about it. The Oak Grove
Baptist Church was a wooden building that looked like a good
rainstorm would wash away. It looked like that, but even Steve
could tell it had been there for many, many years. It had once been
painted white. Now it was streaked gray. Inside, the seats were
homemade benches. The preacher was a plain country man who
was poorly dressed, although he probably had on the best clothes
he owned.

The body of Mathew Merrywood was already lying there i front
of the pulpit when Steven and the rest of the family went in. It was
in a coffin that was homemade. It was plain wood and blacked with
what looked like shoe blacking. Mr. Merrywood did have on a
clean white shirt and a nice necktie. His clothes were better than
those of anybody else who was there.

Steve sat next to his brother Junior. His mother held little Cutie
Pie in her lap. Cutie Pie was less than a year old. Uncle Charlie
Merrywood sat next to Mrs. Merrywood. People were singing a very
mournful song. Steve could not get the words, but the tone Tose and
fell as though people were crying. When everybody was seated, the
preacher started talking and the music sort of faded away. The
preacher read from the Bible, and they sang some more, and the
preacher starting out soft just talking and then getting worked up
to a place where he was hollering and shouting about the troubles
in this world and the joys of heaven.

Steven really agreed with what the man was saying. He believed
in it, but he did not understand why the preacher had to get so Toud
about it.
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It was early spring. It had been chilly, but it was kind of warm
i this day. Steve found himself almost going to sleep. He was at
theend of the hench and there was an arm rest. He let his head rest
arr his hand and his elbow rest on the arm of the bench. He was
comfortahle there. The ride had been long, and they had not had
sleep:. The preacher was praying now. The words came through

“These Ioved ones of our departed brother, go before them in this
warld along the rocky pathway. Smooth the way where it is rough,
and bear them up where they would fall, this mother with a little
Baby still at the breast . . . these sons on their way to manhood,
going up the path of life, not knowing what troubles coming along
Hefore: and beside and ahead of them, these youths facing all the
torments of the city life, coming and going through the right with
te: bright lights and the loud noise, where the music blows out
and: the sounds are riding high, and the painted woman waits in the
durkness like a leopard waiting for the lamb . . . and all the brothers
and the: sistrenr and the loved ones that the departed leaves behind
ter mourm his loss, give them strength . . . and now finally, finally,
fimally,. Lord . . . when we turn back on the plow for the last time,
whemr we fold up the cotton bag and can’t use it no more, oh when
they. smatch away my sheet and they wrap me up in a shroud, oh
wiierr my tongue cleaves to the roof of my mouth and when they call
my name but I can’t hear it, oh when that nasty old fly buzz around
my. face I can’t reach up to brush him away—that time, Lord, that
time;. Lord,. that time, Lord, open up, open up.”

Steve: was: wide awake.

He:lifted his head and looked over at the face of his father. It was
ashly gray mow, set and looking hard as stone, but in the corner of
thie: mouth: a little drop of moisture. A fly, a big green bottle fly
havered slowly, circling over the still face, and then it settled on
the: cheek.
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Steve moved forward swiftly. His hand brushed across the face
of his father. The fly moved off.

No one scemed to notice, Steve sank down on the floor, sobbing.
For the first time he cried for his father. He couldn’t help it.
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THE HORN AND ME

by KATHLEEN R. SMITH

Lots of times my dad said, “Life is a big if.” I think he might
be right.

That day at school my life hung on a big if. If I hadn’t gone to the
band room in school that day, things wouldn’t be going for me now.

One day in class Miss Carter said to me, “Take this note to
Mr. Lane in the band room, Dan.”

When I got to the band room, Mr. Lane wasn’t there. I waited
for him. Maybe class would be over by the time he came. I looked
around. I beat the drums for a while. Then I saw this horn. I picked
it up.

I held it to my lips and started to blow. The way it felt, I knew
this horn was meant for me. It was like all my life I had been looking
for this horn.

When I was a little kid, everyone asked me what I wanted to be
when I grew up. I didn’t know. Other kids would say something.
I knew a kid who wanted to be like Willie Mays. I knew another
kid who wanted to have a Cadillac—no other car, only a Cadillac.
All the time I knew him, that’s all he wanted.

My big brother, Eddie, wanted to be a doctor. Even before he
went to school, he wanted to be a doctor. He works hard in school,
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so I guess he’ll be a doctor. Anyway he’ll never give up tll be s
a doctor.

They used to say to me, “Work hard in school s0 you can grt
where you want to be.”

I didn’t know what I wanted to be. Some kids work hard anyway.
I was the kind who had to know what he was going to be.

When I picked up that horn, I knew. You know, when 1 was a
little kid playing with all the kids on the street, somebody would
say, “Your mother’s calling you.” Right away I would know % was
for me.

In class the teacher would say, “I’'m going to call on somcose to
read.” Maybe there would be forty kids in the room. I would get this
feeling she would call on me. And it would be true. That’s the way ¢
was with that horn. When I saw it, I knew it was for me.

When Mr. Lane came into the room, I was still trying to play
that horn. I didn’t want to put it down.

“Have you ever played a trumpet before?” he asked.

“No,” I said. “I never even held one before.”

He looked at me.

“Let me show you,” he said.

He showed me what to do. Then he played.

“That’s not how it should sound,” I said.

“Oh, it isn’t?” he said. “Then you show me how.”

Well, I tried. It was no good. X knew in my head how it should
sound, but I wasn’t making it sound that way.

Mr. Lane put on a record. A top man was playing 2 born. He
was making it sound right.

“Is that the way you want it to sound?” Mr. Lane asked. “That’s
the way I want to play it. I can’t play it that way, but maybe I cam
teach you.”

“Teach me,” I said.
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I worked all that year, and the next. I worked harder than I had
ever worked. I stayed late at school. At home they asked, “Why
are you so late?”

“T was at school working,” I said.

“All right, where did you really go?”

Mr. Lane wrote them a note and told them what I was doing.

They said, “Just blowing on a homn isn’t going to get you
anywhere. What about your marks?”

My brother Eddie, who was going to be a doctor, said, “Let him
alone. This is what he has to do.”

Mr. Lane gave me an old horn so I could play at home, tco.

I had to work harder in my classes because Mr. Lane said I could
play in the band if I got good marks.

We had a good band. For two years I played in that band.
Sometimes we would go in the school bus and play at other schools.

Once there was a big contest. Bands from all over were gomng to
play. Mr. Lane worked us hard. He said, “You have all done your
best. I have done my best. I think we will win next week.”

It rained that day. All week it was sunny, but on that day it
rained hard. Not many people were on the streets. We marched
down the street playing. Bands from all over were there. Some were
very, very good.

We were to play “When the Saints Go Marching In.”

How we played that song. This time I was playing it just like
I heard it in my head. It was right. Those people on the street really
woke up. They tapped their feet and clapped their hands. Even the
judges beat time. We were all one—the people, the band, the hom,
and ms. We were all walking the same way.

We won first place. Mr. Lane was happy. He said, “You are a
great band!” To me, he said, “There’s a man who wants to hear you.”

The next day the man came. “I heard you play that hom with
the band,” he said. “Now let me hear you play it alone.”
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I played for him. When I stopped, he said to me, “What do you
think?"”

“I’m not as good ‘s T am going to be. I need to learn a lot more.”

“T: can’t teach him anymore,” Mr. Lane said.

“He needs other teachers now,” the man said.

“That takes money. Money is what I haven’t got,” I said.

“Money!” the man said, as if money were nothing. “Mr. Lane tells
me: you know: how to work hard. 1 heard you play that horn. It’s
up to you. What do you want to do with your life?”

“This!” [ said, holding up the horn.

Now I'm working harder than ever. I'm working hard in school,
too: T have to know a lot of things before I get really good. More
goes into that horn than just playing it.

Someday. you’ll put on a record, or turn on the radio. You’ll hear
me—and my horn.
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NO HOP

by LORENZ GRAHAM

Manuel Gonzales always went to the hops. Manuel could dance.
The girls said Manuel was a good dancer. He knew he could dance
well, but he liked to play the drums at most dances. School didn’t
mean much to him, but the drums did. He would bring his drums,
and he would drum along with the records. If he didn’t play the
bass drum with his foot and the snare drum with the sticks, he
would play bongos or make with the hands on a table or anything,
just so it sounded like drums.

They had a record hop at Van Buren High most Friday nights,
but sometimes the vice-principal said “No hop” for punishment,
f a crowd of students did something wrong or if one of the gangs
was acting up. The VP called it discipline.

On Friday after Easter there was supposed to be a big hop, a
dress-up dance with a real band—Johnny Hernandez and his combo.
Manuel was going to have his first chance to play drums in a real
live combo. The dance meant a lot to Manuel.

On the weekend before Easter, Manuel’s older brother, Victor,
came home on leave from the Navy. It was his first leave home.
His folks had their house on East Street all decorated. They had a
big sign out across the front of the door, saying “Welcome home,
Victor.” His folks didn’t plan a party on Saturday, but all Victor’s
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friends and all the older people, friends of the family, came around
anyway. Lots of cars were coming up, and people were coming in
to shake Victor’s hand and slap him on the back. Manuel’s father
was passing out beer and wine to all the older people. A few of the
boys got hold of some, too. Everybody was having a good time.

While the party was going strong, two cars full of new guys drove
up. One of the cars was decorated real fine. It had mag rims and
was painted a kind of candy-apple metal flake with white pin stripes.
The other car was just an old Chevy street rod. Both drivers double-
parked and kept racing their engines. Both cars had headers, and
they were making a lot of noise.

Then, all these guys piled out at once and ran up the steps to the
house. Manuel knew it was trouble. The new guys kept close
together, and they just took over. They grabbed for drinks, and
they started dancing with the girls.

Manuel’s father was in the back of the house when they came in.
Some of his men friends were back there too. He came out of the
kitchen, and he started hollering, telling them to act like grown-ups.
They just laughed.

“Who are these people?” he asked Victor. “Your friends?”
“Not my friends,” Victor said. “I don’t know these guys.”

One of the guys was drinking out of a half gallon bottle of wine.
He still had the bottle up to his mouth, when Manuel’s father went
for him. All the other men came out of the kitchen, too. They waded
in and started krocking and hitting and shoving and putting the
hoods out. One of the guys pulled a knife, but before he could use
it, Manuel’s father hit him full in the face. The guy went down, and
his knife went flying off in the air. All the other new guys started
running for their cars and cursing. The one Manuel’s father hit was
knocked out. The others took off, leaving him behind.

It broke up the party, which wasn’t a real party anyway. The
guy who was knocked out came to and said he didn’t know the
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names of the others. He said they all lived way over on the west side
and he had just moved over there. He said they just picked him up
on the corner, and he went along for the ride. Nobody believed him,
but they let him go.

The next night, Sunday, the same cars were back on East Street,
but they only drove through, going fast and making a lot of noise.
Manuel’s father was real mad and wanted to go after them.

Everybody was afraid there would be trouble.

They said four cars came back on Tuesday night. At Van Buren
on Wednesday, Manuel heard that the same four cars had stopped
by the school. Some of the dance posters had been painted out.

Everybody at school thought that Mr. Van Dyke, the vice-
principal, would call off the dance.

Manuel talked with Bill, who was the student-body president,
and Mary, who was the girls’ vice-president. He talked them into
going to see Mr. Van Dyke.

They all went into the small office.

Mary started to talk. She said that everybody was ready for the
dance, and they didn’t think it was fair to call it off. Some of the
girls had bought new dresses.

“Now let’s all be very honest,” Mr. Van Dyke said. “I promise
you that I will be honest with you. Don’t you really know why we
should call off the dance?”

“They say it’s because there was a fight way over on East Street
last Saturday night,” Bill said.

“Well now, maybe that was part of it,” Mr. Van Dyke said. “The
rest of it is that some outsiders, a large crowd of outsiders, people
who don’t go to Van Buren, people who don’t even live in this part
of town, are saying that they are going to break up your dance.”

“But are we going to let them break up our dance even before it
starts?”” Manuel asked.
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“Would you want us to go on with it,” Mr. Van Dyke asked, “and
have people get hurt here?”

“What about the police?” Mary asked. “Can’t we get the police
department to give us protection? Can’t they arrest anybody who
comes to make trouble? We wouldn’t have a fight. We wouldn’t
have to have a fight. We wouldn’t have to have anybody getting
hurt. The police could arrest anybody who caused trouble.”

Mr. Van Dyke leaned back in his chair and tapped on the desk
with his fingers.

Manuel was worried. Mr. Van Dyke looked as if he had his mind
made up. “Those outsiders aren’t so tough,” Manuel said. “We took
care—"

“That’s what I’m afraid of,” Mr. Van Dyke broke in. “There are
too many students at Van Buren ready for a fight.”

Manuel knew that he had said the wrong thing. He wished he
had shut up.

“But,” Bill said, and he stood up to say it, “if we call off the dance
this time, we may have to keep on calling off our dances and our
games. We just won’t have anything anymore if we let outsiders
make us call off this dance.”

“You have a point,” Mr. Van Dyke said. “I'll tell you what.
I'd like to talk to some other people before I make up my mind.
You three come back at the end of the next period.”

Not one of the three went to class that period. They weren’t really
ditching. They were having a committee meeting.

When the bell rang for the next period they were back at Mr.
Van Dyke’s office. The office was really crowded this time. A man
they did not know was there. Mr. Van Dyke introduced him as
Captain Williams of the police department. He wasn’t wearing a
uniform. Mr. Van Dyke asked Mary to tell the captain what she had
told him earlier. Mary was scared but she spoke up. Then Bill spoke
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LAST RESORT

by RICHARD HILL WILKINSON

Coach Cranston bent forward and looked :along the bench. His
glance met that of Vic Naylor and the coach nodded. Naylor came
along on his skates, tugging off his sweater and looking eaper.

Coach Cranston said, “I have to put you in, Naylor. Get out
there on the ice.”

For just a second Vic hesitated. He was aware of the zrin onthe
face of Bob Turner, who was seated next to the coach. He knew
what the grin meant. Coach Cranston had said, “T have to put_you
in,” instead of “I'm going to put you in.” This left no doubt in
Vic’s mind and in the minds of those who had overheard the
remark that Vic was being put in only as a last resort. Two other
left wings had been sent to the showers with injuries. And mow,
out on the ice, Ben Martin was nursing 2 broken arm.

That left only Vic to play the wing position. He was ndeed a
last resort.

At first Vic was bitter. He glanced down :at Coach Cramston.
But the coach seemed to have forgotten him. He was studying the
other players.

The team, Vic knew, meant everything to the coach. It was a
machine made up of cogs and wheels :and scraps of ron that were
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the players. Vic smiled to himself. You couldn’t blame a man for
accusing you of being a last resort when he thought of you as a
scrap of irom. ‘ )

Vic: decided that, no matter what anyone thought, he was going
to- do- his best to win. "

The score was 2 to 1 in favor of the Badgers. There was less
tharr five minutes to play. It looked as though Coach Cranston’s
Fleet Wings were due to take another licking. This would mean
that: the coach would lose his job for sure. )

Ben Martmlef:tthe ice. Vic skated out to report to the referee.
i glanced briefly up into the stands. There were at least 5.000
people watching. Most of them wanted the Fleet Wings to win.
They. were all watching Vic, the last resort.

Vic sighed deeply. He glanced back at the bench and saw
the: worried look on Coach.:Cranston’s face. Another feeling of
bitterness swept over him. Cranston was only thinking of himself,
his.future. He didn’t care aboit the team. He didn’t care how many
of the players were injured. He only wanted them to win so he
could keep his job. He wasn’t even human.

Vic tried to put these thoughts out of his mind as he coasted
into position for the face-off. After tonight, he thought, he’d quit
the Fleet Wings for good. He wanied to work for a squad that had
a human side to it.

The referee’s whistle shrilled. Vic saw the black puck spiraling
across the ice toward him. He dropped his stick. He felt the rubber
whack: up against it. )

I another moment he was racing down the ice toward the
Badgers” goal. Skillfully he evaded a Badger wing. He bore down
om: the left defense. Then, remembering the play, he passed deftly.

It was a blind shot, but, according to the plan, Lacey, the right
wiitg;. would snake the puck out from the clutter of skates and
try. for a. goal.
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Vic cut his speed, reversed, and brought up close to the
sidelines. Lacey had the puck and prepared to shoot.

A Badeer defense man swept up and deflected the shot by a
lucky thrust of his stick. It was unexpected. The rubber came
slithering toward Vic again.

Vic came up on the points of his skates and spurted forward.
He caught the puck, swung backwards and saw a clear path open
to the Badger goal.

He shot coolly and deftly. No one was within reach. It was
eoing to be a scoret

At that moment Vic turned and ran smack into a speeding
Badger player. Red lights danced before his eyes. For a moment
the arena reeled. A curtain of blackness seemed to close over him.

He shook his head. There was a sharp pain in his left arm.
A lot of people were shouting. Someone was holding him up. His
head cleared and he laughed.

“Okay. I'm all right.”

“Nice going, kid!” someone yelled in his ear.

A warm feeling came over Vic. He thought, “They’re not all
like Coach Cranston. The cogs and the wheels and the scraps of
iron are people. They’re human.” '

Vic glanced at the clock. Two and a half minutes to go! Well,
there still might be time.

Something smacked against his stick, nearly tearing it from his
hand. He looked down. The puck was there. The whistle must
have blown. Well, he’d better do something.

A Badger man was swooping down on him. Vic tried the reverse
play that was a trick of his own planning. He managed to get
away, but only by a hair’s breadth.
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Other men were coming up. They were like specks before his
eyes. He seemed to be standing still. Holy smokes! This would
never do.

He tried the reverse again. His heart sank. Someone had taken
the puck. Or had he passed it to Ryan? Nothing seemed clear.
Ryan’s face had been among the many who were near. He
remembered trying to complete the play.

Everything swam before his eyes. He knew he was falling. He
felt the impact as his body struck the ice. Then there was blackness.
There were far away voices and a great deal of shouting. He saw
faces swinging by, as if on parade. After awhile they stopped.
Clearly he saw Coach Cranston grinning down at him.

“Listen, Naylor, I didn’t know that what I said bothered you.
I didn’t mean it that way at all. I wouldn’t have known except for
Turner. After that first goal he said he guessed you were mad at
me. That’s what made you play like you did.”

“First goal?” said Vic. “First?”

“Sure. There were two. Ryan made the second after he took
your pass. It won the game for us. Say, how the devil could you
stay out there with a broken arm?”

“Broken arm?” Vic stared blankly.

«Broken at the elbow. Same kind that made Ben Martin leave
the ice. T didn’t know it until you passed out. I never would have
let you continue. It wouldn’t be human.”

Vic laughed. “Human?” he said. “Say, everything’s all balled
up. First I got to thinking I was a last resort and now you—"

Coach Cranston exploded. “Last resort! Listen, no one on my
team’s a last resort. They’re all needed, all fit into the machine.
Every cog and wheel is necessary. Every scrap of iron.”
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Vic closed his eyes and smiled. “I get it, Coach. Thanks. We're
all needed. Well, I'm glad I had a chance to prove my worth. Yep,
I guess I haven’t any complaint.”
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THE LIFESAVER

by JOHN DURHAM

“How much money you say you got?” the car saleman said.
He looked at Arthur hard with his piggy little eyes. The car
salesman was not big, but he was quite fat. He looked like a
warped tub. His shirt was dirty around the collar.

“Don’t tell him how much you got,” Arthur’s cousin said in
Spanish. “It’s none of his business.”

“What'd he say?” the car salesman said.

“He said it’s a nice car,” Arthur said. Arthur himself did not
think it was a nice car. He thought it was a disaster. Arthur’s
cousin, whose name was Mike, hit Arthur in the ribs with his
elbow.

“QOuch,” Arthur said.

“Tell him we’ll give him fifty dollars,” Mike said in Spanish.
“What'd he say?” the car salesman said.

“He said it’s a nice car but it’s just worth fifty dollars.”

The salesman laughed like a madman. He laughed and snorted
through his nose. He slapped himself on the knee and he slapped
Mike on his shoulder.

“Ouch,” Mike said, rubbing his shoulder. He spoke in Spanish.
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«Tell him he is an insane pig, and the price is now forty-five

doliars.”

“What'd he say?” the salesman said.

“He says you have a nice sense of humor,” Arthur said. “He

says he thinks we don’t want the car.”

“Maybe we could come down to ninety-five,” the salesman said.
The sign on the windshield of the ’51 Chevy said “$105.” The
Chevy was a sick green. One rear fender was dented. The tires
were almost slick. Inside, the seat covers were torn here and there.
The ashtray and lighter were missing. The car looked not only old
but weary. It looked as if it might like to lie dowa and sleep

forever.

But Arthur’s cousin Mike wanted the car badly. Last night he
bragged to Mary Nunez that he would pick her up in a car tonight.
Mary had a new boyfriend from Alhambra with a shiny car. Why
should she ride the bus? She asked Mike that. Now Mike wanted
a car badly.

He wanted it so badly he didn’t mind spending all seventy-five

of Arthur's dollars. It was the seventy-five dollars that Arthur
earned at the car wash. It took Arthur ten months to save the
seventy-five dollars. Now his cousin Mike wanted to spend it on

this disaster of a car.

«Tell him fifty-five,” Mike said in Spanish.

“Fifty-five,” Arthur said to the car salesman.

The car salesman shook his head sadly. “You boys don’t want
a car,” he said. “You want to play games.”

“Tell him sixty,” Mike said.

» Arthur said. Oh, it would be nice to have a car, he

“Sixty,
't the salesman give him the key

thought. But this car? Why didn
to try the engine?
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“Sixty?” the salesman said. He took a cigar out of his shirt
pocket and unwrapped it. He licked the bare cigar with his fat
tongue. He began laughing while he struck a match on the sole of
his shoe. He kept laughing madly, deep in his throat, while he
touched the flame to the tip of the cigar. He laughed while he blew
out the first blue smoke into Mike’s face. He laughed louder and f
louder, slapping himself on the knee. Then he slapped Mike on |
the shoulder, very hard. “Eighty-five,” he shouted.

Mike said something bad in Spanish. “Tell him,” he said in
Spanish, “if he hits me again I will smash his ugly head with a
rock.”

The car salesman’s pig eyes rolled in his head. “What’s he say?”

“Tell him,” Mike said in Spanish, “that his mother eats hay.”
Mike rubbed his shoulder. “Tell him sixty-five is the limit.”

“Sixty-five,” Arthur said. “That’s all the money we got.”

“For boys like you, I might make it eighty,” the salesman said. “
“But sixty-five.” He shook his head sadly.

“Let’s act like we're leaving,” Mike said in Spanish. He took
Arthur by the arm. They were almost out to Century Boulevard
when the salesman shouted after them.

“Seventy-five,” he yelled.
«“Tell him seventy,” Mike yelled at Arthur in Spanish.
«I don’t want no car,” Arthur yelled at Mike in Spanish.

“Seventy,” Mike yelled in English at the salesman. “You shut
up,” he whispered in Spanish to Arthur.

The salesman was walking toward Mike. Mike was walking
toward the salesman. Finally they stood almost face to face.

“Seventy-five,” the salesman yelled.
“Seventy,” Mike shouted.
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“All right!” Mike yelled in Spanish at Arthur. “Teli him
seventy-five.”

“I don’t want no car,” Arthur yelled.

“A man needs a car,” Mike yelled in Spanish.

“It’s my money,” Arthur said.

“Did I save your life last summer at the beach?” Mike shouted.
“Yes.”

“Did I tell you it was my life I was risking?”’ Mike shouted.
“No,” Arthur yelled back, “but that was last summer.”

“What a cousin,” Mike yelled. “What a friend! Will I give you
half of what I get when my uncle dies?”

“No,” Arthur yelled.

“One-fourth then,” Mike yelled.

“I don’t want a car,” Arthur shouted.

“Sixty-five,” the salesman yelled. “And that’s final!”

“All right,” Mike yelled in English. He shook the salesman’s
hand. The salesman laughed and slapped Mike on the shoulder.
Mike laughed and slapped the salesman back, even harder. Arthur
wished he could slap them both. Not on the shoulder.

“But his parents have to sign,” the salesman said. “The law
says that.”

“Tell him your father’s in Vietnam,” Mike said in Spanish.
“My father’s down in Anaheim,” Arthur said.
“Your mother, then.”

“My mother will never sign,” Arthur said to Mike. “Let’s
forget it.”

“Give me the papers,” Mike said in Spanish.
“He says give him the papers,” Arthur said to the salesman.
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her a sad story about love. Angie lost her husband twenty ‘years
ago, Mike said. Her first husband. She had also lost her second
and third husbands. After she signed the papers, she called her
fourth husband up from the kitchen.

“You know what?” Angie said to her fourth husband.

“What?”

“you're this kid’s father.” She pointed at Arthur.

The fourth husband looked thoughtful. He stared into Arthurs
face. “He’s a handsome boy,” he said. “But, no, no. Tt couldn’t he.
I only came to this country five years ago. And hes at deast
sixteen.”

«§o that's that,” the car salesman said. “Now you mive me the
seventy dollars and you get the pink slip.

Mike said something terrible in Spanish. Arthur was Shocked
at what Mike said. “This son of a sick sheep said sixty<five dollars.”
Mike shouted. “We need money for gas,” he yelled. “Tell thim
to die.”

“You said sixty-five dollars,” Arthur said. “That was the dast
price you said.”

«“Was it?” the salesman said. “I thought seventy=five “was tthe
last.”

“Sixty-five,” Arthur said.

“Oh, all right,” the salesman said. “TIl give you a break™ He
filled out the pink slip and gave it to Arthur. He also gave Arthur
the keys. “You may have a little trouble getfing her started.” fee
said. “But she runs fine when you get her gomng.”

Arthur and Mike walked out toward the car.

“Oh,” the salesman said, “one more thing.”

“What's that?” Arthur said.

“yYour cousin,” the salesman said, “tell him 1 speak Spansh.
And tell him his language is something terrible.”
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“This is. a car?” Mary Nunez said. She leaned on the front
wiidiow. mext to Mike. Mike grinned at her. Mary looked great.
Sfie liad om white capri pants and a tight blouse. She had leather
sanduls om her pale, thin feet. Her dark, shining hair was pulled
fack: fronr her face. Her lipstick was pale pink. She looked great.
Evem Arthur thought so.

“f thought: you. were coming in a car,
eap off junk.”™

“ft: runs.” Mike said. “It gets us where we're going.”

«You Better not want to go too far,” Mary said.

“Fow, about taking in a drive-in movie?” Mike said.

“@k,. [ dom’t know,” Mary said.

“Sure:. Bring along your sister for Arthur.”

«Dort do me no favors,” Arthur said. Mary’s sister was both
very. skimny and very mean. She bad-mouthed everybody.

“How. about Faye?”” Mike said to Arthur.

“@kay,” Arthur said. Faye was a cute girl.

“Bfy. sister wouldn’t go with him anyway,” Mary said. °
sister: has taste.”

“Come: om,”” Mike said. “Get in. You get in the back seat,” he

“Whose money paid for this car?” Arthur said.

“Who saved your life last summer?”

«f] wist: I had drowned,” Arthur said. “T’ll never hear the end
offit”” Hie slid over into the back seat.

“@Come om,” Mike said to Mary.

Mary. opened the door and got into the front seat. She looked
around the: car;. sniffing. “I don’t know why ’'m going in this pile
aof junk,”” she: said.

“Becwse I'm handsome,” Mike said.

» Mary said. “This is a

‘My
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“You think you’re handsome,” Mary said.

“And so do you.”

“What movie?” Mary said. “And how do you know Faye
will go?”

“Faye likes Arthur,” Mike said. “Even though he’s not as
handsome as I am.”

Faye was just listening to Beatle records, she said. And all right,
she would go to a drive-in. She also looked great. Faye was blonde
and slender and beautiful. She looked just great. She was also a
mice girl. She got into the car and looked around. Then she smiled
at Arthur. “Hey,” she said, “it’s a nice car your cousin got.”

The car was a great success all the way te the drive-in. It was
after the movie that the disaster happened.

The third feature was over, and the cartoon and the newsreel.
“Well,” Mike said sadly, “I guess we better go.”

“Why hurry?” Mary Nunez said. “It’s not dawn yet. My Iather
will only kill me once.”

“It was a good show,” Faye said to Arthur.

Mike turned the key to start the car. “Uh, rur, uh, rur, uh, rur,
uh, rur,” the engine said. It sounded old and very tired. “Maybe
the battery’s low,” Mike said. He turned on the starter again.
“Uh, rur, uh, rur, uh, rur, uh, rur,” the engine said.

Five minutes later, it said the same thing. And ten minutes.
By that time a car far up ahead of them began to honk. Then
another car honked. Soon cars were honking all over the drive-in.

“They don’t like your wonderful car,” Mary said. “I've never
been so ashamed in my life.”
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